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THE  UNICORN 


•OSES  grow  reddest  through  a  briery  hedge, — • 
There  baffled  hunters,  pierced  by  barb  and  thorn, 
Behold,  far  off,  the  silver  Unicorn, 
Flame-like  and  still  upon  a  mossy  ledge ; 
Lilies  bloom  whitest  at  the  water's  edge, — 
And  there,  with  starlight  on  His  crystal  horn, 
At  orange  evening  and  at  amber  morn 
He  drinks  amid  the  pooled  and  purple  sedge. 


Lost  in  the  wood  of  time  His  hunters  roam : 
Wild,  virginal,  aloof,  with  horn  of  fire 

And  silver  hooves  He  gleams  beyond  their  spears ; 
But  in  the  heart's  hid  Garden  is  His  Home — 
Where  roses  redden  through  a  wall  of  brier, 
Where  lilies  whiten  with  the  dew  of  tears. 


THE  HOUSE  OF  THE  SOUL 

\  X  7"HO  when  the  Treasure  of  his  heart  is  lost 
»  ▼       Will  ride  to  Rome  or  sail  for  Acre's  shore, 
To  find  therein  the  precious  Pearl  he  bore 

Upon  his  breast  with  silver  orphreys  bossed? 

Will  he  not  enter  where  no  feet  have  crossed, 
Where  Seven  Angels  guard  the  flaming  Door, 
And  cry  on  Faith,  his  handmaid,  to  restore 

The  Jewel,  though  he  give  his  life  as  cost. 

He  need  not  turn  to  lands  of  foam  or  fire, 

But  toward  a  Room  in  which  a  Feast  has  lain — 
The  broken  Bread  and  Wine  of  sacrifice ; 
There,  if  he  lift  his  torch  of  high  desire 

And  light  the  soul's  fair  house,  he  finds  again 
The  hidden  God,  the  Pearl  beyond  all  price. 


CLEMENT  OF  ALEXANDRIA 

TT^ROM  thunderous  caverns  of  Eleusis  rolled 

-*-       The  Resurrection ;  with  the  purple  vine 
Of  Dionysos,  crimson  thorns  entwine: 

For  beauty's  forms  are  strange  and  manifold. 

A  sacred  drama  of  the  field  foretold 

The  Bread  of  Angels  and  the  Mystic  Wine, 

When  crowned  with  yellow  sheaves  the  torch-lit  line 

Moved  toward  the  god's  high  banquet,  ages  old. 

The  heroes  who  have  brought  the  Holy  Fire 
And  from  the  Day  Star  claimed  their  dynasties, 
Within  the  mystery  of  Christ  have  place: 
Dodona's  music  yearns  through  David's  lyre, 
And  at  the  Prophets'  side  walks  Socrates, 
And  Plato  dreaming  of  the  Golden  Race, 


PICO  DELLA  MIRANDOLA 

T?ROM  orient  lands  of  pearl  and  cinnabar 
■*■       He  brings  the  power  of  magic  to  compel 

Great  spirits  of  the  air,  like  waves  that  swell 
Beneath  the  young  moon's  }~ellow  scimitar; 
And  joins  to  numbers,  words  oracular 

Which  in  Dodona's  thundering  caverns  fell, 

Names  chanted  by  the  angel  Raziel, 
Old  as  the  dayspring  and  the  evening  star. 

He  blends  the  thought  of  ages  to  evoke 

A  towering  Shape  in  dust  and  fire  outlined — 

The  Feet  tread  earth,  its  Brow  the  heavens  span; 
And  strips  the  Image  of  its  living  cloak, 
Woven  with  gorgeous  symbols,  there  to  find 
Not  CTod  but  the  transfigured  Form  of  Man. 


CORNELIUS  AGRIPPA 

'Nv  TOT  from  the  necromancers  who  have  won 
-*-  ^      Enchantments  older  than  the  pyramid, 

Not  in  the  agate  that  can  bind  and  bid 
Dark  angels  with  the  word  of  Solomon, 
Nor  from  the  golden  psalteries  of  the  sun 

Found  I  the  place  where  Godhead  ma3^  be  hid— 
The  globe  of  fire,  the  silver  chrysalid 
In  which  the  wings  of  dusk  and  dawn  are  spun. 

I  sought  the  soul's  profound  significance: 
Beyond  this  scene  of  meadow,  lake,  and  hill, 
What  destiny  for  man  shall  death  bestow? 
Fearful  I  wait  the  mystic  utterance ; 

Yet  should  He  slay  me,  I  will  praise  him  still. 
Great  is  our  God !     His  ways  we  cannot  know. 


PARACELSUS 

WHITHER  the  wanderer  goes  or  whence  he  came, 
On  hungry  seas,  past  mountains  rent  asunder, 
With  couriers  shod  in  wind  and  purple  thunder, 
A  royal  kinship  does  his  spirit  claim ; 
Three  worlds  are  hidden  in  his  rugged  frame — 
All  of  night's  majesty  and  morning's  wonder, 
Blue  heaven's  height,  black  depths  of  hell  whirled  under, 
And  tongues  of  fire  that  give  the  Godhead  name. 

Yet  he  is  seen  before  the  break  of  day 
Plucking  the  magic  herbs  his  art  distills, 
That  healing  draughts  may  from  his  beaker  run; 
Or  in  the  meadow  where  the  dew  lies  gray 
Dreaming  till  shadows  veil  the  twilight  hills, 
His  book — a  rose,  a  thrush,  a  setting  sun. 


MICHELANGELO 

UPON  the  scaffolding  where  none  may  climb 
Wild  powers  and  elemental  passions  surge: 
From  chaos  the  colossal  forms  emerge — 
Titans  he  summons  from  the  womb  of  time. 
The  far  bells  of  the  campanile  chime 
Unheeded,  while  daemonic  forces  urge 
Sibyls  that  dream  upon  the  twilight's  verge 
And  brooding  prophets,  savage  and  sublime. 

He  toils  alone:  as  )'et  no  eye  has  seen 
The  sombre  visions  on  the  vault  above, 
The  giants  towering  up  the  gloomy  nave. 
But  ever  at  his  side  two  spirits  lean — 
Dante,  who  whispers  of  immortal  Love ; 
Plato,  of  Beauty  found  beyond  the  grave. 


COPERNICUS 

A   BOVE  the  gabled  houses,  blanched  and  bright, 

-*  *•     When  Ian  thorns  vanish  down  a  cobbled  street. 
He  gazes  from  a  watch-tower,  gray  with  sleet, 

To  chart  the  secret  pathways  of  the  night. 

In  movements  mystic  as  the  spirit's  flight 
He  hears  a  symphony  of  sandalled  feet, 
As  silver  dancers  of  the  darkness  meet, 

Pale  moon  and  meteor,  sun  and  satellite. 

New  snow  has  fallen  on  the  empty  square, 

Where  safe  and  warm  the  fur-robed  burghers  dream 
And  bells  hang  silent  in  the  frosty  spire; 
While  he,  through  glittering  areas  of  air, 
Beholds  the  earth  upon  her  orbit  gleam 
In  choral  dance  around  an  ark  of  fire. 


TYCHO  BRAHE 

1\  /TASKED  in  bright  metal,  now  he  makes  his  home 
-L  ▼  A     In  subterranean  caverns,  red  and  stark, 

To  forge  the  magic  instruments  which  mark 
Fixed  constellations  and  the  fires  that  roam ; 
Or  from  a  tower  of  cloud  and  curling  foam, 

With  axis  and  imaginary  arc 

He  bounds  the  wild  dominions  of  the  dark, 
Shadowed  in  silver  on  night's  sable  dome. 

A  lunar  form  with  opalescent  rays 

Lights  this  lone  tower  where  spheres  of  crystal  swim 
In  circles  widening  to  infinity  .  .  . 
These  talismans  about  him,  he  surveys 

Paths  of  a  thousand  stars,  till  gray  and  dim 
The  moon  lies  moored  upon  a  morning  sea. 


GIORDANO  BRUNO 

A  STROLOGER  of  Nola,  bom  too  soon, 

*  *■     In  vain  you  show  how  earth  revolves  with  these 
Her  sister  stars  that  swarm  like  golden  bees 

Within  the  zenith  of  night's  silver  noon; 

Measure  no  more  the  movements  of  the  moon, 
Mirror  with  crystals  the  dim  Pleiades 
Never  again,  proud  dreamer,  Rome  decrees, — 

And  in  the  flame  celestial  charts  lie  strewn. 

Now  shall  men  slay  you  in  the  crowded  square, 
Loosen  an  essence  swift  and  fierce  as  light 
To  search  unf athomed  spaces  of  the  sky : 
Whatever  death  the}*  bring,  your  soul  will  dare — 
A  falcon  cleaving  the  abyss  of  night, 
A  brother  of  the  stars  who  cannot  die. 


GALILEO 

WITHIN  his  tube  the  jewelled  doges  gaze 
On  palace,  dome,  and  bell-tower  marble  hewn, 
Where  Saint  and  Lion  guard  the  broad  lagoon 
And  sea-lanes  wander  in  a  silver  maze. 
The  hollow  cylinder  with  crystal  rays 

Leads  them  to  look  beyond  the  sallow  dune 
On  sails  of  cinnabar  like  dawn-clouds  strewn 
Against  the  dim  horizon's  lilac  haze. 

In  wonderment  the  lords  of  Venice  stare 
As  carven  prow  and  burning  sail  grow  clear, 
Then  vanish  down  a  verge  of  amber  light. 
The  earth  is  theirs;  but  on  the  sea  of  air, 
When  the  blue  horns  of  Hesperus  appear, 
His  are  the  golden  argosies  of  night. 


PASCAL 

T  TPON  the  lamplit  table  lie  outlined 

^-^      Mystic  dimensions,  proven  yet  unseen; 
And  tubes  of  glass  and  bright  quicksilver  screen 

The  secrets  of  wild  nature  half-divined. 

Tonight  his  groping  is  but  weak  and  blind — 
The  planets  shine  above  with  frosty  sheen 
And  rivers  of  vast  darkness  roll  between, 

Grandeurs  and  glooms  unmeasured  by  the  mind. 

How  dim  has  grown  his  wearied  intellect : 
His  curve,  a  phantom  of  sidereal  space; 

His  thought,  a  torch  that  frail  hands  vainly  toss. 
Great  arcs  of  light  and  shadow  intersect 
The  sky  above  him,  while  his  fingers  trace 
The  stern  and  austere  outline  of  the  Cross. 


SPINOZA 

WHILE  lilacs  blossom  by  his  cottage  gate 
And  song  of  thrushes  floods  the  lowland  lane, 
He  grinds  the  crystal  with  a  pointed  plane, 
Brooding  the  mystery  of  man's  estate. 
On  him  the  star-rimmed  seasons  do  not  wait: 
Dawn  gleaming  red  above  new-fallen  rain, 
The  purple  twilight  with  her  silver  train, 
Roll  by  in  splendor  heedless  of  his  fate. 

But  into  light  resolves  the  tragic  gloom; 
With  knowledge  and  a  love  beyond  desire, 
His  soul  emerges  resolute  and  free. 
The  universe  flows  through  his  narrow  room — 
Lit  by  the  sun  and  moon's  revolving  fire, 

Filled  with  the  wild  breath  of  the  wandering  sea. 


BLAKE 

TPON  the  edges  of  the  trembling  sea 
^-'      He  walks  with  patriarchs  and  Druid  kings, 

And  from  the  far  horizon,  white  with  wings, 
Flames  Los  the  terrible,  fierce-browed  and  free; 
Or  where  the  purple  headlands  slope  to  lee, 
He  hears  the  seraphs  by  their  silver  springs 
Murmur  of  bright  unutterable  things, 
Of  worlds  destroyed  that  fairer  worlds  may  be. 

And  ever  at  his  side  a  shadow  grows, 

From  leaves  that  bud  and  blossom  at  his  feet 
To  stars  beyond  the  crystal's  widest  span: 
Sap  of  the  suns!  breath  of  the  morning  rose! 
Tiger  and  lamb  within  that  shadow  meet — 
The  Shape  of  God  who  is  the  Eternal  Man. 


THE  ANTIPHON 

FROM  out  the  great  blue  belfry  of  the  sky 
A  carillon  of  chiming  stars  was  swung: 
Each  bell  of  silver  had  a  golden  tongue, 
And  earth  and  air  were  shaken  with  their  cry. 
Then  from  the  zenith  Three  Tones  like  a  sigh 
In  long  glissando,  as  a  rainbow  hung  .  .  . 
Silent  the  aureole  of  angels  clung, 
Still  grew  the  crystal  bell-tower,  deep  and  high. 

Three  Tones,  whose  mystic  harmonies  complete 
The  angel  antiphon,  gave  one  vast  chord 

From  which  the  scale  of  flaming  stars  was  drawn; 
And  through  all  being  flowed  the  rhythmic  beat, 

And  through  all  worlds  the  sound  of  sunrise  poured- 
God's  diapason  zoning  dark  with  dawn. 
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YNISWITRIN 

M  watered  vale  whose  clear  streams  seek 
the  sea, 
At  gray  of  dawn  strange  gods  walked  in 

the  wood 
Before  Saint  Joseph's  wattled  chapel  stood 
Woven  with  green  wands  from  some  Druid  tree; 
The  fragrance  of  a  lost  simplicity 

Clings  to  the  tomb  of  the  white  brotherhood 
That  wandered  through  wild  lands,  yet  found  it  good 
To  linger  here  apart  with  Calvary. 

The  feet  of  frost  have  touched  you,  now  you  wear 
Autumn's  rich  ruined  splendor  and  soft  haze — 
The  memory  of  immemorial  fires; 
But  as  you  dream  alone,  the  sea-winds  bear 
A  whispered  promise  from  wide  starry  ways 
Of  new  songs  that  shall  fill  those  fallen  choirs. 


THE  FOREST 

TN  lonely  thickets  where  the  wood  is  deep 

**-     The  sickles  of  thin  gold  weave  to  and  fro, 
Among  the  boughs  of  ghostly  mistletoe 

Beneath  a  night  of  whispering  leaves  they  reap; 

And  with  the  waning  moon  the  Druids  creep 
From  knoll  and  hollow  noiseless  as  the  snow, 
Their  white  bulls  pace  about  the  pool  and  low 

Through  mists  of  magic  while  walled  cities  sleep. 

But  when  the  wakened  forest  moves  and  gleams, 
They  vanish  at  the  singing  of  a  bird 

And  Ninian  leaves  his  hidden  resting-place; 
Still  with  the  winged  angel  of  his  dreams 

Down  empty  groves  he  leads  his  savage  herd, 
The  light  of  dawn  on  his  uplifted  face. 


OLD  MAGIC 

AS  light  swings  wide  the  mighty  Eastern  door, 
He  comes  with  crozier  and  a  silver  bell 
To  bless  the  green  wood  where  the  Druids  dwell 
Alone  with  colored  winds  and  starry  lore; 
They  hear  his  feet  along  the  leafy  floor 

And  tremble  when  he  nears  their  wizard-well, 
For  shadows  of  a  golden  citadel 
No  longer  veil  its  deeps  with  faery  ore. 

All  forest  wisdom  must  give  way  to  him: 
Never  at  evening  will  the  speckled  wren 
Foretell  the  ages  from  a  dewy  thorn, 
Nor  gray  priests  watch  until  the  moon  grows  dim 
The  milk-white  hounds  slip  through  a  silent  glen 
And  vanish  up  the  flaming  slopes  of  morn. 


CROAGH  PATRICK 

\  X  7HILE  Patrick  kneels  upon  the  lonely  height, 
*  ™        The  mist  dissolves,  the  sun  sends  out  its  beams 
On  desolate  wild  moors,  gray  mountain  streams, 

And  wooded  hills  bleak  as  a  northern  night, 

Then  down  long  water  verges  sinks  from  sight 
Of  mortal  shores  and  that  lost  land  that  dreams 
Within  the  ocean — now  the  sea-star  gleams 

Through  parted  trees  of  gold  and  crimson  light. 

But  still  he  waits,  his  head  in  reverence  bowed, 
For  birds  of  God  on  wings  of  fire  and  snow 
Fly  singing  from  the  sunset:  as  he  prays 
They  fold  Croagh  Aigli  in  a  living  cloud; 
Their  triumph  song  foretells  to  isles  below 
The  coming  of  the  Saints,  the  golden  days! 


THE  POOL  OF  HEALING:  IONA 

j\EW  on  thyme-sprinkled  turf  and  heatherbell 

*^*     And  smooth  sea  spaces  stretching  lone  and  gray, 
A  quiet  hill-top  where  a  deep  pool  lay 

Like  a  pale  star  within  a  rocky  shell; 

And  by  the  windless  water  of  the  well 

A  woman  waited  for  the  dawn's  first  ray — 
Lulled  by  the  movement  of  the  leaping  spray 

She  saw  a  vision  of  far  Israel : 

The  Mother  in  the  shadowy  cattle-byre, 

So  meek  and  patient  that  good  Briget  wept, 

Nor  heard  the  gulls,  nor  watched  the  brightening  sky; 
But  from  the  East  there  shone  a  path  of  fire, 
And  Mary  bent  above  her  while  she  slept 
In  the  clear  golden  sunrise  on  Dun-I. 


CLONARD 

T)  Y  lost  Clonard  the  river  meads  still  hold 

■*-*     Forgotten  dreams,  white  memories  pure  as  dew, 
Of  fragrant  days  when  scholars  wandered  through 

The  marshy  grass,  and  hearts  had  not  grown  old; 

Beneath  her  purple  hills  a  saint  once  told 
A  starry  tale,  a  story  strange  and  new 
Brought  from  the  dawn-lands — and  all  Eire  drew 

Around  his  moat  to  hear  the  words  of  gold. 

There  stands  no  cross,  or  tower,  or  ancient  wall 
Mellow  with  simple  peace  men  used  to  know, 
And  from  the  fields  no  courtly  town  has  sprung: 
Only  along  green  banks  the  blackbirds  call, 
Just  as  they  did  a  thousand  years  ago 

In  morning  meadows  when  the  world  was  young. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  BOOK 

T3  ENEATH  bronze  chariot  wheels  the  torn  earth  steamed 

-"-^     A  mighty  death-mist,  Druids  called  in  vain 
Their  forest  gods,  across  the  battle  plain 

The  savage  stallions  of  Diarmuid  screamed; 

For  on  Columba's  men  a  brightness  streamed 
Keener  than  whistling  sword-flame  or  fierce  rain 
Of  whirling  brands,  and  high  above  the  slain 

Invisible  with  light  mailed  Michael  gleamed. 

The  armies  bowed  like  grass  on  windy  weirs 
Before  the  unknown  foeman's  burning  shield, — 
Then  from  the  silence  rose  hoarse  triumph  cries; 
And  brass  walls  wavered  under  rattling  spears, 
As  wild  Tyr-Conall's  prince  swept  down  the  field 
Led  by  the  lone  white  warrior  of  the  skies. 


SAINT  COLUMBA 

.  ~^HE  murmuring  tide  foams  slowly  up  the  sands, 
-*-        Behind  a  veil  of  gold  lost  Ireland  lies, 

And  with  the  sunset  in  his  yearning  eyes 
Alone  on  Colum-kill  Columba  stands; 
He  frees  the  white  bird  from  his  tender  hands, 

Beyond  a  changing  violet  sea  it  flies, 

A  streak  of  mist  against  the  burnished  skies 
It  vanishes  in  far  green  Western  lands. 

The  tides  still  whisper  through  the  waning  light, 
Wings  still  find  rest  along  that  wave-worn  place, 
But  he  will  climb  the  cold  gray  rocks  no  more; 
And  yet  ye  know  that  from  a  fairer  height 
He  watches  across  deeps  of  star-filled  space 
The  well-loved  outline  of  his  Irish  shore. 
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SAINT  ORAN 

QAINT  ORAN  told  them  while  the  West  grew  dim 

^     About  lone  islands  whither  he  had  gone, 
And  how  he  saw  the  orchards  of  the  dawn 

Lying  beyond  the  green  earth's  burnished  rim; 

Upon  that  golden  wall  walked  Cherubim 

Whose  shadows  were  a  snow-light  on  the  lawn, 
And  ere  their  gentle  wonder  was  withdrawn 

One  pitying  held  a  starry  branch  toward  him. 

The  cowled  monks  listened,  and  at  vesper  bell 
They  left  him  in  a  quiet  place  to  dream 

By  garden-ways  where  grasses  drift  like  fleece; 
But  when  they  reached  the  central  ivied  cell, 
Across  the  altar  moved  the  crimson  gleam 

Of  that  wild  fruit  of  flame  whose  taste  is  peace. 
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THE  FAREWELL 

/^OLUMBA  sat  upon  an  ancient  mound 

^^     Watching  the  gulls  fly  toward  a  distant  sea, 
Their  tameless  wings  impatient  to  be  free 

Far  from  the  narrow  waters  of  the  Sound; 

And  as  he  dreamed  alone,  an  old  horse  found 
That  quiet  place  beneath  the  quicken-tree, 
And  with  his  head  against  his  master's  knee 

His  tears  fell  slowly  on  the  thymy  ground. 

The  memory  of  morning's  quenchless  power, 
Fierce  Pictish  kings  subdued  before  the  Cross, 
Wild  heathen  countries  white-robed  monks  had 
gained — 
All  were  forgotten  in  that  parting  hour: 
Even  the  angels  vanished  from  the  Ross, 
And  only  silent  human  love  remained. 


CIARAN'S  CITY 

/^\  CITY  of  the  sunrise,  once  you  knew 

^*S     Gray  druid  bards  that  trod  your  forest  street, 
Wild  hero-kings,  and  saints  with  unshod  feet 

Who  had  the  strength  to  pray,  the  faith  to  do; 

Like  pillars  of  the  moon  your  towers  grew, 
As  Ciaran  dreamed  them  on  that  rocky  seat 
Above  the  wind-swept  sea  while  eagles  beat 

Their  lonely  wings  against  noon's  vivid  blue. 

Your  walls  are  weathered  now  with  sun  and  rain — 
A  broken  beauty — and  the  rank  grass  grows 

On  mounds  that  lie  forgotten  through  the  years: 
But  how  your  ruined  splendor  blooms  again 
In  that  far  City,  where  the  dreamer  knows 
The  dream  fulfilled  that  takes  no  toll  of  tears. 
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SAINT  KEVIN 

A   LONE  with  Love  Saint  Kevin  learned  to  know 

"*■  ^     The  Mystery  that  bade  the  light  awake, 
And  shaped  the  course  the  shining  planets  take 

Beyond  the  valley  where  dark  waters  flow; 

He  heard  the  Secret  of  all  things  that  grow 
When  led  by  stars  the  colored  seasons  make 
A  changing  mist  about  the  mountain  lake 

Till  April  fire  is  cooled  in  autumn  snow. 

And  while  the  morning  moon  shone  through  the  dawn 
He  saw  the  Vision  sought  by  dreams  of  men — 
White  battlements  that  armored  angels  keep: 
No  wind  moved  down  wild  wood  or  forest  lawn, 
Only  in  rocks  above  the  silent  glen 

Two  torrents  cried,  deep  calling  unto  deep. 
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SAINT  BRENDAN 

TN  simple  days  before  the  gods  were  old 

-*•     A  bishop  left  the  warring  forest  bands, 
And  on  the  beach  there  grew  beneath  his  hands 

A  silver  coracle  with  oars  of  gold; 

It  bore  him  where  the  sea  and  sky  enfold 
Long  dewy  marges  of  the  moon-white  lands, 
A  mist  of  stars  around  those  dreaming  strands 

Lifted  a  moment  that  he  might  behold. 

Then  swifter  than  the  wind  a  shaft  of  fire 

Fled  from  the  quivering  bow-strings  of  his  heart, 
To  find  the  ever-hidden  entrance  there; 
And  now  in  answer  to  a  saint's  desire 

The  island  waits,  held  by  that  flaming  dart, 
Upon  the  burnished  edges  of  the  air. 
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THE  HEAVENLY  FIELD 

'  I   VHE  dawn  that  woke  a  wild  Northumbrian  hill 
-*•        Shone  on  a  golden  youth;  the  meadow-lea 
Bore  grim  Cadwallon's  flaming  host,  but  he 

Beside  a  wooden  cross  was  firm  and  still: 

For  holy  dreams  fed  Oswald's  heart  until 

His  eyes  looked  past  the  kingdoms  toward  the  sea 
Whence  vision  came,  and  he  was  fain  to  free 

The  savage  land  of  all  its  ancient  ill. 

Unlike  the  Roman  lords  whose  ruined  wall 

Frowned  on  the  field,  unlike  dread  ocean  kings, 
He  kept  lone  vigil  with  the  crimson  morn; 
And  archangelic  rang  his  battle  call 

Against  mailed  might  and  fierce  dark  Pagan  things 
From  that  red  height  where  Chivalry  was  born. 
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THE  BURNING  OF  BAMBOROUGH 

WITH  thundering  wheels  the  golden  war-wains  run 
As  wild  fire  leaps  upon  the  gabled  place, 
And  shining  warriors  cry  the  White  Christ's  grace 
Against  the  harm  the  heathen  gods  have  done; 
Hate's  burning  trumpets  shriek  the  triumph  won, 
The  bastions  flame,  and  with  uplifted  mace 
On  rides  the  leader  of  the  raven  race, 
Swart,  giant-thewed,  the  Aesir's  shaggy  son. 

But  Aidan  prays  within  his  lowly  cell, 
And  paler  than  the  moon  upon  a  mere 

A  winding  wood-smoke  folds  the  rock  from  sight; 
And  while  they  hunt  the  vanished  citadel 

Through  many  a  misted  mile,  the  wolf-men  hear 
Far  ringing  harps  on  Bamborough's  starry  height. 
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QEDMON 

TTROM  feast  and  song  the  simple  cowherd  crept: 

-*■       Again  the  harp  had  passed  him  on  its  way 
And  he  was  mute — now  in  the  fragrant  hay 

Alone  with  dumb  and  patient  beasts  he  wept; 

The  oxen,  ass,  and  timid  sheep  all  kept 

Winter's  harsh  cold  from  reaching  where  he  lay, 
Their  humid  breath  rose  like  an  incense  gray 

As  on  the  Eve  when  Christ  among  them  slept. 

But  ere  the  stars  were  folded  in  rose  flame 
A  Voice  like  a  great  wind  rang  clear  and  high, 
"Sing,  Caedmon,  of  Creation's  radiant  birth!" 
And  when  the  first  flushed  light  of  morning  came 
A  hymn  to  God  upsoared  into  the  sky, 
And  a  new  speech  was  given  to  the  earth. 


THE  PASSING  OF  CUTHBERT 

A    CROSS  the  night  a  watch-tower's  lonely  flame 

■*  ■*-     Crimson  and  desolate;  the  mournful  cry 
Of  moon-swayed  tides;  and  whirling,  sweeping  by 

Dart  wild  white  birds  the  shepherd's  love  could  tame; 

And  wilder  hearts  remember  how  he  came 
Among  dark  hills  where  windy  pastures  lie, — 
How  when  a  star  shone  in  the  yellow  sky 

At  folding  time,  he  spoke  the  strange  God's  Name. 

There  falls  a  hush  upon  the  battling  host, 
Along  the  stormy  west  the  red  thanes  pass, 

Their  wailing  war  horns  swell,  grow  faint,  and  cease; 
While  in  the  waves  that  fill  the  hollowed  coast 
And  on  the  wind  that  sighs  through  upland  grass 
Once  more  the  voice  of  Cuthbert  whispers,  "Peace." 
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B^DA'S  BOOK 

A   CROSS  the  greenwood  and  the  haunted  fen 

**•  *■     With  quiet  tone  the  bell  of  Christ  has  tolled, 
And  earth's  arch  kings,  the  powers  of  dark  and  cold, 

Yield  to  a  Love  beyond  their  savage  ken; 

The  battle-roar  shakes  many  a  sombre  glen, 
But  high  above  an  altar's  barbarous  gold 
The  Rood  shines  forth  with  glory  as  of  old, 

And  draws  the  wondering  hearts  of  heathen  men. 

The  yellowed  book  that  holds  this  vanished  age 
Gave  strength  to  Saxon  folk  of  long  ago, 

Inspired  the  deathless  song,  the  saintly  deed; 
And  you,  who  wrote  upon  its  time-worn  page 
In  that  still  place  where  Jarrow  waters  flow, 
Must  smile  well  pleased,  most  Venerable  Bede. 
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THE  HORSED  HERE 

/~\N  screaming  mares  through  forest  ways  they  ride 

^-^     Reddening  the  dark;  the  hills  of  battle  roar 
Beneath  their  flight;  an  abbey's  looted  store 

Swings  from  a  blood-flecked  mane  or  smoking  side; 

The  wattled  town  where  trembling  wood  folk  hide 
Flares  in  a  ghostly  mist;  and  near  the  shore, 
With  curved  keel  and  demon-carven  oar, 

Lurk  shield-hung  ships,  their  savage  sails  spread  wide. 

But  deep  in  swampy  wildernesses  wait 

King  Alfred  and  his  faithful  Saxon  band — 
Gold  as  the  dawn  their  banner's  blazonry! 
And  over  marshes,  wild  and  desolate, 
The  radiance  of  a  legend-haunted  land 
Falls  on  the  lonely  isle  of  Athelney. 
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SAINT  ALPHEGE 

•    TPON  the  octave  of  green  Easter  Day 

^■^      From  sorrowing  London  came  the  heathen  host 
With  their  great  hostage — off  the  Kentish  coast 

Black  Danish  warships  like  a  storm-cloud  lay; 

And  there  at  feast,  his  head  half  turned  away, 
Unshaken  by  fierce  taunt  or  furious  boast, 
Most  resolute  when  he  was  threatened  most, 

Brave  Alphege  looked  across  the  windy  bay. 

An  April  dusk  hid  sunny  Greenwich  town, 

And  cuckoos  called  from  woods  along  the  shore: 
He  heard  them,  though  the  ox-skulls  whistled  by, 
Beholding  ere  the  battle-axe  flashed  down 

His  country's  future — Britain  free  once  more! 
Then  fell  the  Saxon  saint  content  to  die. 
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A  ROMAN  ROAD 

A     ROAD  shines  through  the  forest  of  the  years 

-*  ■*■     Where  on  swift  winds  the  gods  come  charioted 
By  sun  and  moon,  until  the  earth  is  red 

With  Mars'  mailed  host  and  Woden's  bleeding  spears; 

But  down  the  burning  wood  of  lonely  fears 
A  fair  White  God  goes  by  with  noiseless  tread, 
The  Thorns  of  Fire  are  stars  that  wreathe  His  Head, 

And  in  His  Heart  is  pity  for  men's  tears. 

Then  flaming  Michael  holds  the  haunted  tor, 

And  from  the  wildwood  steals  the  thin  sweet  chime 
Of  evening  bells  at  monastery  gates; 
All  silent  now — the  gods  return  no  more, 
Yet  buried  deep  beneath  the  drift  of  time 
The  ruined  roadway  still  endures  and  waits. 
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THE  CATHEDRAL 

TT*  ACH  lonely  haunt  where  vanished  tribes  have  dwelt 

-*~*'     Still  holds  a  time-worn  god  long  overthrown, 
Or  ruined  temple  where  dark  woods  have  grown, 

With  whose  cold  shrines  warm  earth  has  kindly  dealt; 

For  through  all  passing  ages  man  has  felt 
He  has  not  wandered  aimless  or  alone, 
And  here  within  these  walls  of  hallowed  stone 

At  last  before  Love's  very  Presence  knelt. 

No  blood  of  victims  round  the  altar  clings, 
Where  He  whose  guerdon  was  a  thorny  crown 
Is  sacrificed  for  men  perpetually; 
And  gifts  of  gold  are  dimmed  by  greater  things, — 
The  Bread  in  pity  shared,  the  Life  laid  down 
That  they  who  sit  in  darkness  may  be  free. 


HUGH  OF  SAINT  VICTOR 

jj^HE  sun  sinks  lower  in  the  cypress-trees, 
■*■        A  flower  of  light  gleams  through  the  fountain's 

spray, 
And  down  green  paths  a  hundred  lilies  sway 

Lifting  their  gold  and  silver  to  the  breeze; 

But  he  who  lingers  there  upon  his  knees 

Heeds  not  the  bell  that  marks  the  closing  day, 
Nor  prayers  low  chanted  within  walls  of  gray 

Before  an  altar's  holy  mysteries. 

To  him  all  music  merges  in  one  tone, 
All  colors  blend  until  each  lovely  hue 

A  veil  of  pure  transparent  brightness  weaves; 
There  on  the  ground  he  kneels,  but  not  alone, — 
Silent  as  star-rise  or  the  fall  of  dew 

God  moves  among  bowed  grass  and  trembling  leaves. 
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SAINT  FRANCIS 

THE  mossy  paths  that  bore  the  patient  herd 
Had  led  him  far  beyond  the  burning  town 
By  quiet  pools  where  leaping  sunbeams  drown, 
And  as  he  passed  the  lambs  knew  him  and  stirred; 
From  out  the  tangled  boughs  each  shy  wild  bird 
Like  loosened  leaves  came  fluttering  slowly  down 
Upon  his  ragged  robe  of  dusty  brown 
To  hear  the  gentle  music  of  his  word. 

But  when  the  night  sighed  through  the  cloudy  pine 
The  green  wood  trembled  with  a  seraph's  wings,- 
A  moment  flamed  the  Vision,  then  was  gone! 
Long,  long  he  lay  beneath  the  matted  vine, 
So  still  amid  the  song  of  waking  things, 

And  on  his  body  Christ's  Wounds  red  as  dawn. 
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A  WELL-SIDE 

A     SILVER  chiming  broke  the  tranquil  spell 

•*  ^     That  broods  above  wide  wastes  of  amber  brown, 
Then  at  the  green  edge  of  a  shining  town 

Knelt  ten  strange  camels,  and  each  bore  a  bell; 

One  after  one  thin  topaz  shadows  fell, 

A  star  shone — then  a  maiden  wandered  down 
Wearing  her  gleaming  pitcher  like  a  crown, 

And  pitied  them  so  thirsty  by  the  well. 

When  she  gave  drink,  her  tender  unveiled  face 
Was  as  a  Spring  moon  in  the  twilight  hour 
Upon  the  earth-cooled  water  far  below; 
How  little  dreamed  she  of  that  unborn  race — 
Mother  of  Israel,  gathered  like  a  flower 
From  golden  lands  long  centuries  ago! 
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THE  SPIRIT  AND  THE  LAW 

UPON  lone  mountain  sides  they  stood  apart: 
One  on  immortal  stone  did  roughly  trace 
Laws  that  still  shape  the  conscience  of  a  race 
As  the  bright  North  Star  shapes  a  seaman's  chart; 
Then  came  another,  He  whose  tender  art 

Moved  multitudes  to  seek  through  time  and  space 
The  brooding  Love  that  craves  a  dwelling-place 
Within  the  mystery  of  the  human  heart. 

The  grass  that  blows  along  the  country  ways, 
The  little  leaves  between  the  earth  and  sky, 
The  deepened  lustres  of  an  April  dove 
Own  light  the  only  law  of  their  brief  days; 
And  as  in  light  all  colors  folded  lie, 

The  Prophets  and  the  Law  are  lost  in  Love. 
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THE  THREE  MOTHERS 

T3EHIND  man  silent  stand  the  mighty  three: 

*-*     The  great  dim  earth  whose  eager  life  up  pressed 
To  live  a  little  hour  upon  her  breast, 

Forgetful  of  its  frail  mortality; 

And  Eve  that  with  the  fruit  of  Eden's  tree 
Started  mankind  upon  the  weary  quest 
To  find  once  more  that  long-lost  place  of  rest, 

The  Garden  gained  by  piteous  Calvary; 

Last  the  meek  Virgin,  she  who  wondering  heard 
An  angel's  voice  low  on  the  tranced  air 

Greet  her  with  heavenly  music,  "Mary,  hail!" 
O  Holy  Mother  of  the  Incarnate  Word 

Who  gave  white  Christmas  to  a  world's  despair, 
We  kneel  to  thee,  the  Lily  of  death's  vale. 
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THE  REVELATION 

T)  ELOVED  Saint,  for  you  on  Patmos  shone 

-*-*     The  deathless  One  whose  footsteps  bright  as  brass 

Led  from  far  Hell  to  where  the  sea  of  glass 
Surged  without  sound  beneath  the  rainbowed  throne; 
You  saw  the  stars  like  seeds  in  autumn  blown, 

The  earth  and  sky  fade  like  midsummer  grass, 

And  down  from  God  the  Holy  City  pass 
Radiant  with  gold  and  pearl  and  jasper-stone. 

Amid  the  thunder  of  stupendous  dooms 
And  burning  mystery  of  the  Spirits  Seven, 

Stood  He  whose  Heart  once  beat  beneath  your  head; 
And  through  the  blinding  lights  and  awful  glooms 
You  heard  how  Love  unbars  the  Gate  of  Heaven 
Where  pain  shall  cease  and  tears  be  comforted. 
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ACCORDING  TO  SAINT  MARK 

j~"*HE  way  was  steep  and  wild;  we  watched  Him  go 

■*■        Through  tangled  thicket,  over  sharp-edged  stone 

That  tore  His  Feet,  until  He  stood  alone 
Upon  the  summit  where  four  great  winds  blow; 
Fearful  we  knelt  on  the  cold  rocks  below, 

For  the  o'erhanging  cloud  had  larger  grown, 

A  strange  still  radiance  through  His  Body  shone 
Whiter  than  moonlight  on  the  mountain  snow. 

Then  two  that  flamed  amber  and  amethyst 
Were  either  side  Him,  while  low  thunder  rolled 
Down  to  the  ravens  in  their  deep  ravine; 
But  when  we  looked  again,  as  through  a  mist 
We  saw  Him  near  us. — Like  a  pearl  we  hold 

Close  to  our  hearts  what  we  have  heard  and  seen. 
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JERUSALEM 

'  I   VHE  way  of  palms  He  passed  in  simple  state 
"■*        And  they  that  hailed  Him  knew  a  breathless  awe, 
The  lame  leapt  at  His  side,  the  blind  eyes  saw 

That  Heaven  descended  to  the  desolate; 

But  where  the  temple  rises  chief  priests  wait — 
And  He  in  whom  the  Roman  found  no  flaw, 
Whose  Love  was  greater  than  the  ancient  Law, 

Rides  to  His  death  beyond  the  city  gate. 

Jerusalem,  what  can  efface  the  stain! 

Not  full  six  days  since  He  has  entered  in, 

And  now  the  nails  of  Calvary  pierce  Him  through; 
Yet  wronged,  forsaken,  bearing  mortal  pain, 
Immortally  He  pardons  your  dark  sin: 

Forgive  them  for  they  know  not  what  they  do. 
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IN  THE  GARDEN 

A   T  dusk  of  dawn  the  fragrant  garden  slept 
-*•  •*-     Full  of  a  mystery  the  night  had  known, 

When  Mary  entered,  trembling  and  alone, 
And  as  she  trod  the  grassy  way  she  wept; 
But  from  the  place  of  deepest  shadow  crept 

A  light  most  radiant — there  was  no  stone! 

And  the  cold  rock  in  which  He  rested  shone 
Where  two  archangels  holy  vigil  kept. 

Wondering  she  saw  the  flame-white  seraphim 
At  that  dark  entrance  bidding  her  rejoice, 
Yet  on  the  flowers  her  tears  fell  one  by  one; 
Then  turning  comfortless  in  search  of  Him 
She  heard  the  quiet  music  of  a  Voice, 

And  Christ  stood  there  against  the  rising  sun. 
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THE  ROAD  TO  EMMAUS 

A   S  they  were  hastening  from  Jerusalem 

■*-  *■     There  came  a  Man  whose  footfall  gave  no  sound 
Nor  left  a  trace  upon  the  dusty  ground, 

And  He  made  plain  all  mysteries  to  them: 

The  prophet  line  that  led  to  Bethlehem 
Aflame  with  vision,  and  the  Love  unbound 
In  that  still  dawn  when  life  immortal  crowned 

The  lonely  death  upon  the  dark  Tree-stem. 

The  little  town  was  reached  at  eventide, 

And  as  He  sate  and  blessed  the  food  there  seemed 
A  light  upon  them,  though  the  day  was  dead; 
They  saw  then  Who  had  journeyed  by  their  side 
Only  to  lose  Him — and  each  thought  he  dreamed: 
But  on  the  table  lay  the  broken  bread. 
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THE  PARTING 

J^HAT  He  might  better  of  Love's  mystery  tell 
**■        Into  a  lonely  mountain  they  withdrew, 
Day's  golden  fire  cooled  in  deep  wells  of  dew 

About  His  Head  with  softened  splendor  fell; 

And  in  each  heart  that  heard  the  last  farewell 
A  quickening  joy  and  deepening  sorrow  grew, 
And  all  were  hushed — even  the  doubtful  knew 

His  was  the  power  of  Heaven  and  of  Hell. 

When  He  had  ceased,  a  mighty  wind  rushed  by 
From  far  beyond  the  sunset's  cloudless  rim, 
And  over  them  a  glory  seemed  to  bend; 
Then  like  a  star  He  rose  into  the  sky, 

Sadly  they  watched  the  glowing  light  grow  dim 
And  heard  the  echoes  ring,  "Until  the  End." 


LATER  SONNETS 


SAINT  VERONICA 

ENEATH  the  cross  she  saw  the  young  God 
bound 
With  cruel  ropes,  while  clamor  wild  and 

shrill 
Beat  past  him  like  the  desert  winds  that  fill 
The  courts  of  Solomon  with  empty  sound; 
And  from  her  zone  a  flaxen  cloth  she  wound 
Against  the  starlit  Brow  Whose  peace  can  still 
The  storm  of  death,  and  laved  with  tender  skill 
The  Face  of  Love  that  burning  seraphs  crowned. 

A  mailed  centurion  tore  her  hands  apart, 
But  on  the  threads  by  mortal  fingers  spun 
Divinity  had  left  a  shining  trace, 
Where,  like  the  Image  throned  within  her  heart, 
In  colors  purer  than  the  rising  sun 

Upon  the  linen  gleamed  the  thorn-crowned  Face. 
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SAINT  AGNES 

T7  ARTH  has  no  lovelier  miracle  to  show 

■*-'     Of  meadow,  wood,  or  fragrant  garden-place 

Than  she  whose  life  of  innocence  and  grace 
Drew  to  her  side  an  angel  bending  low, 
Who  stood  within  the  faggots'  crimson  glow 

When  trumpets  echoed  through  an  armored  space, 
And  watched  the  dark  flames  round  her  gentle  face 
Turn  pale  as  moonlight,  cool  as  April  snow. 

Still  fresh  with  dawn  she  greets  each  waking  year 
Frail  as  a  simple  flower  amid  the  grass, 

Yet  crowned  by  stars  and  clothed  in  spotless  fleece; 
For  when  the  snowdrop  lifts  its  frosted  spear, 
Led  by  her  lambs  the  white  processions  pass 

And  from  her  passion  weave  their  robes  of  peace. 
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SAINT  DOROTHEA 

T3  Y  Diocletian's  eagle-bannered  tower 

**~^     A  youth  beheld  the  God's  fair  martyred  spouse 
Sway  like  a  broken  lily,  while  her  vows 

Moved  him  to  marvel  at  their  fiery  power; 

From  Paradise  he  bade  her  send  a  flower 
White  as  the  dream  upon  her  shining  brows 
With  fruit  of  life  red-golden  on  the  boughs 

Above  the  Queen  of  Angels'  winsome  bower. 

At  feast  the  scribe  recalled  her  pledge  with  mirth 
Which  drowned  the  lute  and  viol's  silver  din, 
But  even  as  he  mocked  an  angel  came 
Who  drew  from  out  a  basket's  osiered  girth 
Bright  apples  that  a  saint  had  died  to  win 
And  roses  crimsoned  by  her  heart  of  flame. 
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SAINT  MARTIN'S  MANTLE 

'  I  VHE  frost  bit  deeper  than  a  silvered  spur 
•*■        While  Martin  thonged  his  spear-shaft  to  his  wrist 
And  rode  along  the  highway  hoar  with  mist 

As  though  from  shaken  thuribles  of  myrrh; 

But  when  he  saw  a  ragged  beggar  stir 

And  marked  the  crippled  body  coil  and  twist, 
He  rent  his  mantle  clasped  with  amethyst 

And  cloaked  the  livid  limbs  in  miniver. 

Outside  the  camp  shrill  trumpets  called  in  vain 
The  youth  who  never  at  his  legion's  head 
Would  bear  the  eagle-blazonry  of  Rome; 
For  where  the  beggar  crouched  through  wind  and  rain 
Christ  stood,  and,  lo,  the  scarlet  cloak  was  spread 
On  Him  Whose  knight  should  lead  the  homeless  Home. 
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THE  VIGIL  OF  PARIS 

T)ALE  Genevieve  alone  invincible, 

■*■       With  tapers  white  against  the  torches'  glare. 
Led  trembling  squadrons  through  a  pillared  square 

To  seek  the  Rood  whose  peace  can  hallow  hell; 

And  though  she  heard  the  Hun's  dread  war-cry  swell, 
Around  the  walls  she  bade  His  liegemen  bear 
Christ's  Body,  till  they  felt  mid  stark  despair 

A  King's  high  Presence  guard  their  citadel. 

And  when  the  foe  who  watched  her  battlements 
Saw  winged  hosts  no  bowman  ever  braved 

Blaze  with  strange  banners  far  across  the  fields, 
Calling  his  warriors  from  their  wolf-skin  tents 
He  passed  the  town  a  shepherd-maid  had  saved 
By  faith  too  strong  for  chariots  or  shields. 
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SAINT  CLOTILDA 

\  \  7  HEN  Clovis  heard  the  rush  of  carrion  crows 
*  *        Darkening  the  sun  above  Thor's  banner  wheel 
And  felt  the  spearhead  snap  and  stallion  reel 

Beneath  the  onset  of  his  ambushed  foes, 

Within  the  quiet  of  her  arrased  close 
He  saw  among  her  bower-maidens  kneel 
Clotilda,  in  whose  heart  more  true  than  steel 

The  Love  of  Christ  was  rooted  like  a  rose. 

Then  crying  out  upon  her  strange  God's  Name 

He  broke  the  shield-wall,  though  fierce  warrior  bands 
Closed  round  him  like  a  falcon's  circling  flight; 
But  through  his  triumph  shone  with  fairer  fame 
The  queen  who  gave  the  battle  to  his  hands 
And  won  a  kingdom  for  the  Lord  of  Light. 
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THE  KING'S  DAUGHTERS 

|     WO  maidens  left  the  royal  chariot-way 
"*■        To  seek  God's  Druid  by  the  fountain  rim, 
And  over  them  like  folded  seraphim 

Hung  hawthorn  branches  white  with  gleaming  spray; 

He  told  how  wind  and  wandering  stars  obey 
A  King  Whose  beauty  makes  the  sun  grow  dim, 
Until  they  longed  to  die  to  look  on  Him 

Robed  in  night's  silver  and  the  gold  of  day. 

But  as  the  lustral  water  touched  their  brows 
A  nameless  fragrance  filled  the  quiet  wood 

From  garments  sweeter  than  an  orchard's  breath, 
And  dawn  that  reddened  on  the  windless  trees 
Paled  to  a  ghostly  shadow  where  He  stood, 

Light  of  the  world  and  Lord  of  dreams  and  death. 
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THE  BLIND  NUN 

A  NUN  green-girdled  in  a  forest  tower 

^  ^   Gave  praise  that  prayer  had  made  her  blind  eyes  new, 
And  to  her  fern-wreathed  lattice  swiftly  drew 

When  thrushes  called  the  dawn's  cool  silver  hour; 

She  saw  beyond  pale  apple-boughs  in  flower 
A  dying  moon  and  pastures  pearled  with  dew, 
Then,  where  the  hill-tops  turned  to  lilac-blue, 

A  red  sun  rising,  fierce  with  golden  power. 

Yet,  lest  the  glowing  world  become  too  dear, 

White  Dara  prayed  that  darkness  veil  her  sight 

And  closed  the  casement  with  an  ivory  rod; 

Like  shadows  faded  mountain,  wood,  and  mere, 

But  fairer  than  the  sun  or  moon's  strange  light 

Across  her  blindness  shone  the  Face  of  God. 


SAINT  SCHOLASTICA 

\  X  7ITHIN  the  quiet  of  a  cloister  cell 
"  *        She  held  through  prayer  and  penances  severe 
The  memory  of  a  crownless  King  more  dear 

Than  gods  that  ruled  Rome's  golden  citadel; 

And  Love  Who  chose  her  heart  wherein  to  dwell 
Made  lilies  bloom  along  the  way  austere, 
Until  for  awe  the  angel  host  drew  near 

To  guard  her  life's  unfolded  miracle. 

And  when  nuns  robed  her  in  death's  shining  stole, 
A  watcher  heard  strange  harmonies  that  blent 
With  beat  of  wings  against  his  casement  bars, 
And  saw  the  silver  pinions  of  her  soul 

Soar  dove-like  to  God's  highest  battlement 
Beyond  the  music  of  the  morning  stars. 
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THE  ABBESS  OF  ELY 

T3EF0RE  her  ave  swelled  to  orison, 

*-*     She  heard  bronze  chariots  clash  along  the  coast, 
Then  past  the  angel  on  the  lintel-post 

The  red  thane  strode  to  seize  a  spotless  nun; 

Across  the  low  green  meadows  ribbed  with  dun, 
Grown  paler  than  the  morning  moon's  faint  ghost 
She  fled  their  fiery  banners  as  the  host 

Swept  forward  through  the  haze  of  sea  and  sun. 

But  on  his  shield  the  warrior  felt  the  shock 
Of  rising  surf  and  watched  his  horsemen  roll 
Beneath  long  ridges  of  the  thundering  tide, 
While  high  upon  a  wave-engirdled  rock 

Among  white  gulls  blown  shoreward  from  the  shoal 
The  God  of  earth  and  heaven  claimed  His  bride. 
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THE  BUILDING  OF  EVESHAM 

/  I   K0  Egwin  sorrowing  where  Thor's  smithy  cast 
-■*        Swart  flame  across  his  garth  of  hallowed  ground 
A  swineherd  came  while  thundering  hammers  drowned 

The  bell  of  Christ  that  bade  men  pray  and  fast; 

He  told  that  as  he  lay  on  fallen  mast 

Beneath  a  flowering  tree,  with  gentle  sound 
A  Queen  whose  brow  by  seven  stars  was  bound 

And  two  fair  maids  like  silver  shadows  passed. 

Then  from  despair's  fell  sin  the  abbot  woke,— 
The  ringing  blows  on  helm  and  iron  hilt 

No  longer  thralled  him  by  their  elfin  power; 
And  where  the  herdsman  dreamed  against  the  oak 
His  monks  to  music  of  the  angels  built 

Gray  Evesham  for  the  Queen  of  Heaven's  bower. 
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BONIFACE  AND  THE  ROBBERS 

'  I  sWO  robbers  armed  with  bow  and  blackthorn  crook 
•*■        Searched  vainly  for  a  glittering  hoard  that  lined 
A  hut  of  turf  with  roof-tree  ivy-twined, 

But  down  its  braided  walls  no  silver  shook; 

Then  from  the  hermit's  earthen  bowl  they  took 
With  honeycomb  the  warm  milk  of  a  hind, 
And  listened  while  he  told  them  where  to  find 

The  pearl  of  price  within  his  doe-skin  book. 

The  forest  day  grew  dark  as  from  each  page 

They  found  a  treasure  more  than  gold  that  glowed 
In  magic  rings  about  the  Avars'  lands, 
Till  spurred  to  win  their  priceless  heritage 
Out  to  the  stars  the  churlish  woodmen  rode, 
Made  royal  by  the  touch  of  wounded  Hands. 
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THE  WARRIOR  SAINT 

A    HERO  left  his  chariot  and  spears 

■*  ^-     To  rid  the  realm  of  foemen  who  prevailed 
Against  the  soul's  high  citadel,  and  sailed 

Toward  wattled  Glaston  set  in  willowed  meres; 

And  girt  by  grace  through  many  cloistered  years, 
Height  above  glistening  height  the  warrior  scaled 
That  he  might  win  when  sun  and  moon  had  paled 

Foothold  for  men  on  heaven's  vast  frontiers. 

And  when  the  wild  beleaguers  of  his  coast 

From  swan-beaked  galleys  charged  with  thundering  cry 
To  stamp  the  White  Horse  from  the  shaken  plain, 
Along  the  forefront  of  the  Saxon  host 

With  the  winged  chivalry  that  holds  the  sky 
In  flaming  harness  rode  Saint  Neot  the  thane. 
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THE  HOLY  THORN 

j      ONG  centuries  past  by  lonely  barrows  grew 

■*— '     The  faery  hawthorn  boughs  of  haunted  green, 
Beneath  whose  shade  the  Danaan  gods  unseen 

x^woke  slain  heroes  dark  with  battle-dew; 

Their  gilded  shields  of  apple-wood  and  yew 
In  time's  deep  tumulus  have  lost  their  sheen, 
Yet  where  these  blossom-laden  branches  lean 

The  faith  of  vanished  ages  blooms  anew. 

One  ancient  miracle  enduring  still, 

Though  earth's  old  magic  seems  a  myth  outworn, 
Has  hallowed  Avalon's  enchanted  hill; 

For  when  men  hymn  the  Son  of  God  reborn, 
Although  December  woods  are  bare  and  chill, 

At  wintry  Christ-tide  flowers  the  Holy  Thorn. 
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QUEEN  MARGARET'S  MISSAL 

jT^HE  king  stood  bowed  within  the  cloister  crypt 
■*        Above  the  scribe  who  blent  the  green  and  blue 
With  lines  of  scarlet  color  burning  through. 

As  though  the  quill  in  Malcolm's  heart  were  dipped; 

And  like  the  letters  curved  to  wings  flame-tipped, 
His  thoughts  about  the  pearl  of  women  drew, 
Made  lovelier  by  the  radiant  Life  that  grew 

Fair  as  a  rose  along  the  glowing  script. 

The  hands  that  wrought  the  missal  for  the  queen 
Have  dropped  to  dust,  and  over  heath  and  hill 
The  royal  hunter  never  more  will  ride; 
But  through  the  ages,  bright  with  golden  sheen, 
Upon  the  leaves  of  painted  parchment  still 
Love  and  the  light-illumined  Word  abide. 


53 


THE  KING'S  GIFT 

UPON  the  Holy  Eve  in  plumed  parade, 
Like  peacocks  on  the  frosty  parapet, 
The  idle  courtiers  of  King  Louis  met 
To  take  his  gift — a  robe  of  rich  brocade; 
And  though  the  gusty  flames  of  rush-light  played 
On  deep  vermilion  shot  with  violet, 
They  failed  to  mark  that  in  each  fold  was  set 
The  fiery  sigil  of  a  high  crusade; 

But  with  the  dawn  beheld  the  sign  they  bore 
Glow  sun-like,  as  the  winter  morning  broke 
Through  bright  armorial  gules  and  argent  boss; 
And  in  the  place  of  each  vain  lord  who  wore 
The  gift  of  Christ  emblazoned  on  his  cloak 
An  armed  knight  rose  to  battle  for  the  Cross. 
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MONTSERRAT 

T3EF0RE  the  altar  gleams  no  virgin  sword, 

-"-*     Sharp  gilded  spurs  or  cloak  of  ermined  vair, 
But  armed  with  pilgrim  staff  and  robe  of  hair 

A  knight  girds  on  the  knotted  hempen  cord; 

Death's  fiend  is  fiercer  than  the  paynim  horde — 
A  ghostly  harness  doth  the  champion  wear, 
And  weapons  forged  on  Calvary  must  bear 

To  serve  his  Liege,  the  star-embannered  Lord. 

And  never  myrtle  garlands  lightly  tossed 

From  balconies  along  a  torch-lit  street 
Shall  crown  the  brow  that  reddened  thorns  have  crossed; 

Yet  on  drear  fields  where  sin  and  sorrow  meet 
His  might  shall  conquer  legions  of  the  lost, 

And  lead  them  vassals  to  Love's  pierced  Feet. 
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SAINT  ELIZABETH 

A  T  dusk  she  left  the  carven  dais-seat, 

■*-  *-     For  all  that  day  her  heart  of  pity  heard 
The  crying  of  the  poor  the  landgrave's  word 

Denied  the  food  that  hooded  hawks  might  eat; 

And  like  Love's  Self,  with  wine  and  loaves  of  wheat 
Held  close  beneath  a  kirtle  silver-furred, 
She  trod  the  meadows  while  the  gray  moth  stirred 

And  starlight  wove  a  path  before  her  feet. 

Unseen  her  lord  rode  from  the  hazel  shaw, 
And  with  a  steely  gauntlet  rent  away 
Her  cloak  of  mercy  girt  by  golden  wire, 
Then  dropped  the  bridle-rein  with  sudden  awe, — 
For  in  the  folds  of  riven  azure  lay 

Roses  of  heaven  wrought  of  living  fire. 
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CATHERINE  AT  AVIGNON 

/^HRIST'S  vicar  rode  in  stately  cavalcade 

^-^     With  belted  knights  and  cardinals  robed  in  red, — 
Beneath  his  sumpter  mules  green  boughs  were  spread 

And  purple  arras  decked  the  colonnade; 

But  at  his  side  the  fuller's  simple  maid, 
Unmindful  of  the  golden  mitre,  pled 
For  One  of  lowly  mien  and  crownless  Head, 

Her  Lord  like  lilies  of  the  field  arrayed. 

Stronger  than  armies  of  the  Saracen 
Shone  the  frail  maiden  whom  an  angel  taught 
Words  burning  as  a  seraph's  wing  unfurled, 
And  the  great  pope  amid  his  armored  men 
Bent  awed  before  a  gentle  nun  who  brought 
God's  peace  along  the  highways  of  the  world. 
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SAINT  BEGA'S  VEIL 

A     BLACK  knight  rode  through  Bega's  woody  shire 
■*  ■*-     With  hunters  harrying  the  russet  dell, 

Till  beasts  that  heard  his  giant  wolf-hounds  bell 
Took  sanctuary  in  her  forest  choir; 
The  monks,  alarmed  by  page  and  armored  squire, 

Prayed  to  their  patron  where  the  moonlight  fell 

Through  fretted  arch  and  crimson  oriel 
And  robed  the  starry  maid  with  silver  fire. 

But  with  the  dawn  wild  Ranulph  knelt  in  fear 
To  see  the  abbey  lands  alone  were  green 

With  leaves  that  bourgeoned  in  the  sun's  red  glow, 
While  over  mountain,  village,  glebe,  and  mere, 
As  if  an  angel  wove  its  glistering  sheen, 

Was  spread  the  nun's  white  veil  of  spotless  snow. 
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CLONMACNOISE 

'^TO  autumn  woods  have  wreathed  with  deepest  red 

-**  ^      The  god-like  conquerors  that  sleep  uncrowned 
In  riven  tumulus  and  ruined  mound, 

Their  mighty  deeds  by  time  discredited; 

No  vineyard  pall  of  purpling  gold  is  spread 
Above  the  Fenian  hunter  and  his  hound, 
Or  saint  who  waits  an  angel's  horn  unwound 

Across  the  lonely  meadows  of  the  dead. 

But  one  last  Hero  holds  the  wasted  field, 

Whose  fallen  greatness  makes  all  triumph  vain 

By  memory  of  a  sepulchre  unsealed; 

And  still  one  reaper  waits  by  Ciaran's  plain 

To  take  his  tithe  of  sheaves,  where  shield  on  shield 
Earth's  golden  kings  are  strewn  like  garnered  grain. 
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LINDISFARNE 

TT  ERE  rose  the  dream  of  centuries,  held  fast 

*-  ■*■    In  stones  that  breathed  through  nature's  huge  design 
Of  vaulted  dome  and  columns'  clustered  line 

The  adoration  of  the  ages  past; 

It  lingers  still,  though  time  has  overcast 

The  perishable  walls,  and  shore-weeds  twine 
Down  aisles  which  led  through  pageantries  divine 

From  saint  and  prophet  to  Christ's  Heart  at  last. 

Here  rolls  the  north  wind's  mighty  orison, 
Blending  with  chants  of  greater  dreams  to  be 

A  requiem  for  deeds  forever  done; 
And  like  the  shadow  of  infinity, 

Lit  by  the  rising  and  the  setting  sun, 

Beyond  these  ruined  arches  shines  the  sea. 
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HARVEST 

A   NTIQUITY'S  dim  prophets,  dreading  dearth 
**  ■**     In  field  and  vineyard,  by  a  shore  forlorn 

Heaped  mystic  sheaves  that  their  wild  god  reborn 
Should  fill  the  Eleusinian  caves  with  mirth; 
But  one  who  watched  the  seed  return  to  earth 

When  Israel's  ploughmen  sowed  the  autumn  corn 

Beneath  the  fading  Pleiades  at  morn 
Saw  deeper  miracles  of  death  and  birth. 

Now,  as  in  ages  past,  the  mottled  green 
Mellows  to  gold  upon  the  upland  steep, 

And  by  the  yellow  hay-rick  laborers  lean; 
Yet  richer  harvests  that  no  man  may  reap 

Lie  where  flame-girded  angels  stoop  to  glean 
From  God's  calm  acre  fruits  of  them  that  sleep. 
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RESURRECTION 

T~~*HE  slender  furrows  turning  green  again 
-■"        Once  held  the  simple  hope  that  men  found  fair, 
And  old  Egyptian  builders,  brown  and  bare, 

Carved  on  the  tomb  a  sheaf  of  ripened  grain; 

The  ploughman  sowing  in  the  warm  sweet  rain, 
While  slow-paced  oxen  drew  the  gleaming  share, 
Saw  lost  Persephone  rise  golden  there 

And  drive  her  flame-wheeled  car  across  the  plain. 

In  fruitful  valley,  high  wheat-crested  hill, 

And  vineyard  where  the  purple  pigeons  start, 
Life  waked  to  light  and  faith  in  life  was  born; 
But  earth's  long  winter  lingered  on  until 

Within  the  tear-sown  meadow  of  man's  heart 
Christ  stood  among  the  rows  of  ripened  corn. 


SONNETS  OF  THE  SAINTS 


SONNETS    OF    THE    SAINTS 

BY    THOMAS    S.    JONES,    JR. 


PORTLAND  MAINE 

THE    MOSHER    PRESS 

MCMXXIX 


COPYRIGHT 

THOMAS   S.   JONES,   JR. 

1926 


FIRST  EDITION,  NOVEMBER,    1925 

SECOND   EDITION,      SEPTEMBER,    1 9 26 
THIRD   EDITION,  FEBRUARY,    1929 


CONTENTS 


SAINT    BRIDE  S    EVE 

ARAN   MOR 

SAINT   CADOC 

DUNDAGIL 

SAINT    ILLTYD        . 

LLANTHONY    PRIORY       . 

SAINT    AUGUSTINE 

BOETHIUS 

THE   SACRED   DUST 

SAINT    BENEDICT 

THE    BLESSING   OF   COLUMCILLE 

SAINT   HILDA 

THE   FOREST   SAINT 

OWINI'S   VISION 

THE    DRUID   STONES 

THE   VENERABLE    BEDE 

THE   BIRDS   OF   WHITBY 

A  WAYSIDE   CROSS 


CONTENTS 


SAINT    BONIFACE 

THE    RETURN    OF    INE 

THE   FOREST   CHAPEL     . 

DIONYSIUS   THE    AREOPAG1TE 

JOHN    SCOTUS    ERIGENA 

THE    STAG    OF    CHEDDAR 

QUEEN    MARGARET 

THE    BRINDLED   HARE 

THE   SILVER   WAIN 

SAINT   BERNARD 

SAINT   HILDEGARDE 

THE   CRIMSON    APPLE     . 

RICHARD  OF   SAINT   VICTOR 

THE   PILGRIM 

JOACHIM   OF   FLORA 

SAINT   HUGH 

THE   TOURNAMENT 

THE   MERCIFUL   KNIGHT 


VI 


CONTENTS 


THE    ROSES    OF    SAINT    FRANCIS 

SAINT    BONAVENTURA 

ALBERTUS    MAGNUS 

SAINT   THOMAS    AQUINAS 

SAINT    GERTRUDE 

THE    ESPOUSAL   OF   SAINT    GERTRUDE 

JACOPONE   DA   TODI 

MEISTER    ECKHART 

THE   ORDEAL 

JAN  VAN  RUYSBROECK 

SAINT  TERESA   . 

SAINT  JOHN  OF  THE  CROSS 

HE  GIVETH  HIS  BELOVED  SLEEP 

THE  VEIL  .... 


39 
40 

41 
42 

43 
44 
45 
46 

47 
48 
49 
50 
51 
52 


THE  LOST  WINDOWS 

yj  CRA  FTSMAN  once  made  pilgrimage  j or  grace 

^*-       To  limn  with  golden  leaf  and  azure  stain 
Fair  saints  around  a  central  crimson  pane 

Whence  Christ  should  light  an  abbey  s  pillared  space; 

And  faring  homeward,  humbly  sought  the  place 
Beside  the  Rood  where  he  had  prayed  in  vain 
For  power  to  show  the  doubting  world  again 

The  quiet  beauty  of  a  thorn-crowned  Face. 

But  as  he  looked,  lo,  all  his  soul  had  dreamed 

Flamed  through  the  glass  from  aisle  to  empty  choir 
In  colors  that  no  earthly  artist  knows; 
And  in  the  East  where  waxen  tapers  gleamed, 
Wrought  by  an  angel  from  his  heart's  deep  fire, 
Christ  shone  within  the.window's  perfect  rose. 


SONNETS  OF  THE  SAINTS 


SAINT  BRIDE'S  EVE 


T  twilight  on  a  lonely  cattle  trail, 

Led  by  the  star  that  was  the  shepherds' 

guide, 
With  sunset  in  her  brown-gold  hair  moves 
Bride, 

Snowy  her  kirtle,  crocus-white  her  veil; 
Far  down  the  windy  pastures  of  the  Gael 
A  herald-cry  drifts  from  the  mountainside — 
The  salmon  leap  within  the  ice-blue  tide, 
The  flowers  of  Mary  quicken  in  the  dale. 

Then  while  the  forest  harps  ring  with  her  name, 
Fairer  than  Brighid  crowned  with  earth's  old  fire 
She  walks  among  the  lambs  of  dewy  fleece ; 
And  with  a  lovelier  light  than  Spring's  green  flame 
Across  dim  ferny  thatch  and  wattled  byre 

Her  shadow  falls,  and  wild  hearts  know  its  peace. 


ARAN  MOR 

FOAM -GIRDLED  shores  a  lost  enchantment  keep 
And  swift  translucent  lonelinesses  hide 
The  swans  that  through  the  purple  shallows  glide 
By  pearl-white  sands  where  saint  and  druid  sleep; 
Here  Enda,  gathering  his  island  sheep, 
Beheld  the  moon  with  silver  magic  guide 
Dark  waves,  and  found  beyond  the  yearning  tide 
The  Mystery  that  moves  upon  the  deep. 

Still  in  the  sunrise  secret  splendors  burn, 

For  though  his  cell  with  weeds  be  overspread, 
A  host  of  angels  seek  the  wind-swept  height ; 
And  as  of  old,  when  ocean  meadows  turn 
To  naming  mist,  their  quiet  pinions  shed 
On  cross  and  ruined  cairn  a  rose  of  light. 


SAINT  CADOC 

DARK  mountain  kings  with  helms  of  ambered  gold 
In  magic  woodlands  wound  their  battle-horn, 
And  when  the  dawn-star  glimmered  through  the  thorn, 
They  saw  a  caer  with  sunrise  aureoled, 
And  heard  the  Grail's  white  guardian  silver-stoled 
Call  forth  the  host  that  hymn  the  God  at  morn, — 
No  bill  or  bow  within  their  hands  was  borne, 
But  forest  harps  fern- wreathed  against  the  cold. 

Still  hidden  in  the  copse  beyond  the  gate 

The  warriors  wondered  while  the  singing  came 
Like  gentle  dew  upon  a  shepherd's  fleece, 
As  armed  with  love  against  their  savage  hate 
The  young  prince  led  along  a  path  of  flame 
His  knights  of  God  whose  battle-cry  is  Peace. 


DUNDAGIL 

ON  lonely  headlands  at  a  magic  cry, 
The  vanished  fortress  of  a  mountain  king 
Shadows  the  cliff,  and  battle  trumpets  ring 
A  clear  call  to  adventure,  stern  and  high ; 
Upon  a  starry  quest  armed  knights  ride  by 
Where,  fairer  than  the  wizard  fires  of  Spring, 
The  angels  of  the  Grail  rise  wing  on  wing 
In  a  wild  dawn  against  the  eastern  sk}'. 

Then  turrets  sway ;  the  ragged  bastion  fails, 
A  wind-blown  mist  along  the  darkening  air; 

The  plumed  host  sleep  on  Snowdon's  cloudy  scar: 
And  from  a  haunted  tower  the  raven  wails 
Of  shining  hope  and  deeds  that  were  so  fair 
Beneath  the  splendor  of  the  Dragon  Star. 


SAINT  ILLTYD 

WHEN  fierce  Caer  Leon's  wars  were  trumpeted 
And  northern  kings  in  flaming  chariots  rolled 
Against  the  host,  a  warrior  battle-bold 
Left  camp  and  court  that  Christ's  poor  folk  be  fed; 
Beside  the  sea  where  haunted  pastures  spread, 
The  forest  knight,  whose  glaves  were  thonged  with  gold, 
Yoked  to  wild  bullocks  broke  the  grassy  mould, 
A  cloud  of  gulls  about  his  helmless  head. 

And  while  he  toiled  for  men  in  that  strange  land, 
Nor  dreamed  of  gain  or  glory  by  his  plough, 
Beyond  the  meadows  moved  a  burning  sail — 
Slowly  the  mystic  barque  drew  near  the  strand, 
And  borne  on  wings  above  the  glistening  prow 
Fair  as  the  star  of  morning  shone  the  Grail. 


LLANTHONY  PRIORY 

IN  hollow  mountain  lands  a  harper's  tale 
Once  told  how  David  left  the  world  to  dream 
In  Druid  woods,  and  saw  wild  pastures  gleam 
Beneath  the  angels  of  the  forest  vale; 
It  sang  of  moonlight  glistening  on  blue  mail, 
As  lost  beside  the  ghostly  Honddu  stream 
A  knight  kept  vigil  where  these  ruins  seem 
To  guard  the  vision  of  the  savage  dale. 

Now  lonely  tower  and  broken  parapet 

Tell  how  saints  dreamed  in  long-forgotten  Springs, 
Nor  knew  that  men  would  find  their  vows  too  great ; 
And  faithful,  though  hopes  fade  and  hearts  forget, 
Alone  forever  with  eternal  things 

The  gray  walls  rise,  majestic,  desolate. 


SAINT  AUGUSTINE 

WITHIN  the  harbor  restless  sails  are  furled, 
And  from  the  distant  hillslopes  dark  with  pine 
A  night  wind  trembles  in  the  purple  vine, 
Lifting  the  leaves  about  his  casement  curled ; 
Low  on  the  waves  a  horn  of  light  has  pearled 
To  amethyst  the  sky's  long  amber  line, 
But  he  who  sees  the  silver  pathway  shine 
Looks  through  his  window  on  another  world. 

There  glows  a  beauty  deeper  than  the  sea, 
Light  fairer  than  the  moon  that  rides  above 
The  moving  wall  of  foamheads  shoreward  blown; 
And  like  a  white  gull  circling  wide  and  free, 
The  Lover  seeks  the  changeless  Face  of  Love, 
The  Lonely  wings  his  flight  unto  the  Lone. 


BOETHIUS 

UNFINISHED  fall  his  vellum  scripts  that  hold 
The  death-song  of  Rome's  grandeur,  for  he  hears 
A  step  of  steel  and  through  the  dungeon  peers 
A  Gothic  warrior  greaved  with  burnished  gold ; 
He  rises  at  the  summons,  weak  and  old, 
But  godlike  voices  echo  in  his  ears, 
And  he  goes  forth  to  meet  the  flashing  spears 
A  martyr  by  great  memories  consoled. 

Last  of  a  high  heroic  lineage, 

He  faces  death ;  yet  can  those  calm  eyes  see 
That  old  truth  will  arise  forever  young, 
Where  Saxon  Alfred  bends  before  his  page 

And  from  that  lost  world  lights  the  worlds  to  be, 
Where  Chaucer  hymns  it  in  a  new-born  tongue? 
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THE  SACRED  DUST 

A  GOTHIC  knight  girt  by  a  purple  zone 
Once  sought  the  relic  of  a  saint  to  set 
Within  the  crystal  of  an  amulet, 
That  martyred  grace  should  for  his  sins  atone; 
But  Gregory  led  him  through  a  gate  of  stone 
Outside  the  wall  where  olive  branches  met, 
And  stooped  to  gather  in  a  silken  net 
The  dust  between  the  gleaming  chariots  blown. 

And  when  the  warrior  asked  a  gage  to  twine 

About  his  sword-hilt  that  the  blade  might  thrust 
For  Christ  amid  the  press  of  heathen  foes, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  a  budding  vine 
The  saint  held  out  his  hand  and,  lo,  the  dust 
Blossomed  with  blood-drops  redder  than  a  rose. 


SAINT  BENEDICT 

AN  empire  of  eternal  permanence 
He  fortresses  with  choir  and  sunlit  close; 
His  law  is  labor,  and  one  art  he  knows — 
The  perfect  service  without  recompense; 
He  sends  a  legion  forth  in  Love's  defense, 

And  on  their  standard  Christ  forever  glows, — 
Helmed  by  humility  each  soldier  goes 
And  armored  strongly  in  obedience. 

Within  the  monastery's  quiet  wall, 

Saint,  artist,  scholar,  formed  beneath  his  Rule, 
By  the  twelve  steps  of  gold  are  starward  led; 
And  hear  from  those  stern  lips  the  New  Law  fall, 
As  lifting  up  the  laborer's  heavy  tool 

His  great  voice  sounds,  "Work  and  be  comforted.' 
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THE  BLESSING  OF  COLUMCILLE 

TORQUED    warriors    turned    their    galley's    crimson 
prow 
To  hear  a  white  monk  hymn  the  Holy  Three 
In  Derry's  orchard  vale  beside  the  sea, 
The  light  of  peace  upon  his  shining  brow ; 
And  angels,  watching  near  the  forest  plough, 
Saw  Colum's  blessing  change  the  withered  tree, 
Cursed  by  the  demon  riders  from  the  shee, 
And  bring  the  wild  sweet  apples  to  the  bough. 

Beneath  his  voice,  clear  as  a  ringing  bell, 

Dark  kerns  laid  down  their  spear-shafts,  then  were  still, 
And  in  each  bitter  heart  the  sweet  fruit  grew ; 
Dim  oak  woods,  wakened  from  the  Druid  spell, 
Shone  white  with  wings ;  and  on  the  sunset  hill 
The  old  gods  listened,  lonely  in  the  dew. 
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SAINT  HILDA 

IN  hollow  pastures  misted  with  the  spume 
Of  waves  that  crash  against  the  minster  wall 
Hild  counseled  kings  or  won,  as  Christ's  own  thrall, 
A  savage  thane,  crowned  with  a  heron's  plume; 
And  when  faint  candles  lit  the  winter  gloom, 

The  cowherd's  harp  rang  through  her  rush-strewn  hall, 
While  white  nuns  listening  heard  how  angels  fall 
And  wove  the  tale  to  deck  a  hero's  tomb. 

Her  lost  world  fades  into  the  centuries'  night, 
With  all  the  wonder  of  old  simple  things — 
Great  visions  seen  and  starry  hopes  set  free ; 
Yet  still  men  seek  her  where  the  Rood  shines  bright 
Against  the  ancient  dusk,  and  Caedmon  sings 
High  in  her  garth  above  the  lonely  sea. 
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THE  FOREST  SAINT 

WHEN  wolves  were  conquered  by  a  hermit's  bell, 
Upon  the  forest's  dim  untrodden  lane 
White  oxen,  yoked  before  a  gleaming  wain, 
Brought  queens  to  pray  beside  his  holy  well ; 
And  once  a  deer  leaped  down  the  tangled  dell, 
While  woodward  of  the  wind  a  royal  thane 
Plunged  on  a  great  black  war-horse  and  drew  rein 
To  slay  God's  hart  within  the  wattled  cell. 

But  brighter  than  his  shield  of  beaten  brass, 
Or  Lammas  moon,  or  set  of  autumn  sun, 

He  saw  the  lifted  Host  through  veils  of  light; 
And  in  the  little  hut  of  reedy  grass 

Chad  raised  the  soul  Love's  miracle  had  won 

And  houseled  Odin's  warrior  Christ's  armed  knight. 
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OWINI'S  VISION 

A  THANE  beneath  a  snowy  hawthorn  hedge, 
When  dove-gray  hills  were  golden  with  the  sky, 
Laid  down  his  scythe  to  hear  a  starry  cry 
Fall  like  a  dream  wind-blown  from  ledge  to  ledge, 
And,  from  the  chapel  on  the  forest  edge, 

A  saint's  deep  chant  soar  sunward  clear  and  high, 
As  when  the  lines  of  gleaming  heron  fly 
To  lonely  pools  beyond  the  purpled  sedge. 

Then  white  as  dew  upon  the  morning  sheaves 
The  reaper  saw  a  cloud  of  angels  pass 

Through  sunlit  birches  by  the  water  springs, 
And  watched  them  wait  among  the  dappled  leaves 
To  fold  Chad's  soul,  more  sweet  than  summer  grass, 
Within  the  silver  circle  of  their  wings. 
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THE  DRUID  STONES 

BEFORE  a  field  of  stones  blind  Baeda  stood, 
His  swinging  thuribles  were  moon  and  sun, 
Of  rainbow  weft  the  altar  web  was  spun, 
And  merles  like  matin  bells  called  in  the  wood ; 
Each  forest  life  of  evil  or  of  good 

Came  at  his  words  as  thirsty  flocks  that  run 
To  hidden  pasture  pools,  for  peace  had  won 
The  savage  will  of  that  wild  brotherhood. 

And  when  he  ceased,  the  rocky  pillars  rang 
A  clear  Amen,  while  in  his  eyes  there  shone 

Love's  burning  light  that  knows  no  earthly  bars: 
With  every  leaf  a  lyre  the  green  world  sang, 
Until  beyond  the  flame  of  sunrise  blown 

White  angels  heard  it  echoing  through  the  stars. 


THE  VENERABLE  BEDE 

FORGOTTEN  wisdom  of  a  golden  age 
Beneath  his  hand  in  red  and  azure  streamed, 
Until  within  a  doe-skin  missal  gleamed 
The  lives  of  prophet,  hero,  saint  and  sage; 
And  white  with  peace  he  set  upon  each  page 
The  simple  miracles  of  men  who  dreamed, 
Till  wonder  filled  the  world  and  heaven  seemed 
To  shine  around  his  woodland  hermitage. 

When  matins  chimed  through  every  greenwood  tower, 
His  clear  voice  sang  above  the  forest  choir 
In  praise  of  God  Who  gives  all  creatures  care ; 
Nor  from  Love's  service  did  he  lose  an  hour 
Lest  while  the  Host  was  houseled,  veiled  in  fire 
Winged  angels  come  and  find  him  unaware. 
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THE  BIRDS  OF  WHITBY 

SEA-MOSSES  hide  the  massive  architrave, 
Beneath  the  ruined  porch  a  sheep-bell  rings, 
And  where  Hild's  gleemen  sang  to  silver  strings 
Now  sound  the  wailing  harps  of  wind  and  wave ; 
But  though  dreams  pass,  the  restless  gulls  that  brave 
The  bitter  gales  still  seek  the  peace  which  clings 
To  hallowed  walls,  and  furl  their  foam-white  wings 
Along  the  reaches  of  the  silent  nave. 

And  throstles  at  the  greening  of  the  year 
In  their  wild  singing  weave  the  chants  of  old 
That  saints  have  limned  with  many  a  colored  bar- 
The  very  song  the  angels  paused  to  hear 
When  Caedmon  knelt  within  the  cattle-fold 
Between  the  moonrise  and  the  morning  star. 
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A  WAYSIDE  CROSS 

AUGUST  with  sombre  dooms  old  sagas  wail 
Of  life  blown  as  an  anvil's  leaping  spark 
To  flame  and  fade  into  the  winter  dark, 
Alike  with  thrall  or  thane  in  ambered  mail; 
Yet  though  the  wild  seas  roared  beneath  the  gale, 
A  serf  who  wondered  at  the  April  lark 
And  blossoms  springing  from  the  frozen  bark, 
Found  Love  within  a  lonely  orchard-vale. 

But  where  white  branches  quickened  in  the  sun, 

Clothed  with  their  flowers  he  saw  the  Rood-Tree  gleam 
And  laid  his  head  against  its  dewy  moss: 
Shy  deer  stole  from  the  forest  one  by  one 
To  watch  the  Saxon  harper  carve  his  dream 
In  mystic  runes  upon  a  wayside  cross. 

Ruthwell  Cross 
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SAINT  BONIFACE 

UPON  the  branches  of  an  ancient  oak 
Wild  hunters  hung  their  woad-blue  battle-gear, 
Round  shields  like  suns  and  horns  of  fallow  deer 
Shook  when  the  windy  oracle  awoke; 
But  though  the  god's  deep  voice  of  thunder  spoke, 
Christ's  woodman  swung  his  axe-blade  without  fear 
That  men  might  see  the  hidden  stars  draw  near, 
And  felled  the  great  tree  with  his  ringing  stroke. 

Then  while  he  shaped  the  massive  trunk  anew, 
From  every  savage  heart  he  sought  to  free 
Hate's  bitter  twilight  dark  as  Druid  boughs, 
Until  about  his  sunlit  clearing  drew 
The  forest  clans  to  find  the  magic  tree 
A  holy  hostel  wherein  Love  might  house. 
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THE  RETURN  OF  INE 

THE  garth  was  still  as  Ine  galloped  past, 
And  where  the  host  set  forth  on  hero  deeds 
To  stable  in  the  west  their  red-maned  steeds, 
Wild  boars  were  rooting  through  the  fallen  mast ; 
His  golden  hall  of  runes  yawned  dark  and  vast, 
Deep-bannered  by  the  ranks  of  waving  reeds 
And  arrased  with  the  ragged  purple  weeds 
That  hide  the  pomp  of  all  earth's  kings  at  last. 

Within  the  tarnished  mead-hall,  while  he  learned 
How  soon  forgotten  is  the  fairest  fame, 

His  soul  grew  weary  of  the  sword  and  crown ; 
And  when  the  stars  with  deathless  beauty  burned, 
Robed  as  a  humble  monk  the  great  lord  came 
To  seek  for  peace  in  God's  green  forest  town. 
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THE  FOREST  CHAPEL 

THROUGH  forest  meadows,  shod  in  yellow  greaves 
And  gay  with  amber  clasp  and  scarlet  cloak, 
Young  warriors  bowed  before  the  oxen-yoke 
To  draw  the  load  of  wattles  for  the  eaves ; 
And  laborers  bound  the  clover-laden  sheaves 

That  thatched  the  roof;  yet  none  with  heavy  stroke 
Could  stay  the  pillar  where  against  the  oak 
The  fair  young  God  shone  in  a  veil  of  leaves. 

But  with  the  twilight,  when  the  bird's  last  cry 
Beat  like  a  bell,  there  came  a  shining  Thane 
Who  stooped  to  raise  the  shaft  of  mossy  wood : 
There  was  no  stir  of  wings  or  winds'  low  sigh, 
For  as  the  ivied  bole  grew  straight  again 

Beneath  His  ferny  thatch  the  White  Christ  stood. 

Saint  Cuthmarts  Chapel 
Devonshire 
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DIONYSIUS  THE  AREOPAGITE 

ABOUT  his  cave  wind-shaken  rushes  bend, 
The  dusk  grows  deep  and  lions  leave  their  lair, 
While  through  eternal  deserts  of  the  air, 
On  starlit  paths  he  bids  his  soul  ascend ; 
And  with  his  common  speech  Divine  Names  blend — 
Uriel,  Michael,  whose  pure  ardors  share 
The  Hidden  Fire  of  Fires  too  fierce  to  bear, 
Life's  essence  in  which  Light  and  Love  shall  end. 

As  tawny  sand-dunes  turn  to  silver  dun, 
Amid  bright  Sons  of  God  he  broods  alone, 

And  on  his  flame- touched  lips  their  secrets  dwell 
The  merging  in  the  Mystery  of  One 
Above  all  Being,  without  knowledge  known 
To  men  or  angels — Love  Unsearchable. 
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JOHN  SCOTUS  ERIGENA 

TO  wolfish  knights  with  hound  and  hooded  hawk 
He  speaks  in  vain  of  Lord  Christ's  fair  demesne, 
For  like  a  bow-shot  where  the  larches  lean 
Leap  hart  and  hind  their  baying  pack  will  stalk ; 
With  thoughts  upon  the  hunt,  they  hear  him  talk 
Of  Light,  whose  shapes  are  varied  as  the  sheen 
On  sunshot  plumes — blue  purpling  into  green — 
That  peacocks  spread  along  his  garden  walk. 

Down  leafy  coverts  sweet  with  briar  and  brake 
The  shaggy  hunters  watch  the  dappled  herds 
And  heed  the  summons  of  a  silver  horn, 
Unwitting  that  the  clarion  voice  will  wake 
The  Western  Isles,  that  through  his  ringing  words 
The  last  great  echoes  of  far  Greece  are  borne. 
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THE  STAG  OF  CHEDDAR 

THE  king  rode  close  behind  the  royal  stag 
In  helm  bright-yellow  as  an  eagle's  eye, 
And  swore  the  antlered  crown  that  swept  the  sky 
Along  a  winding  woodland  path  should  drag; 
Through  beechen  glade  and  bogs  of  reed  and  flag 
On  thundering  hooves  the  forest  lord  rushed  by, 
Then  yawned  a  gulf,  and  with  a  mighty  cry 
The  hart  fell  crashing  down  the  mist- wreathed  crag. 

"Now  Dunstan  succor  me!"  the  hunter  cried. 
Upreared  his  roan  until  the  foaming  mane 
Streamed  back  across  the  gilded  saddle-horn; 
And  Edmund  vowed  upon  that  gray  hillside 
The  saint  whose  power  had  checked  his  bridle-rein 
Should  rule  the  Abbey  of  the  Holy  Thorn. 
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QUEEN  MARGARET 

WHITE  pearl  of  queens  among  barbaric  kerns, 
She  taught  dour  heroes  of  a  warring  race 
High  courage  with  compassion's  nobler  grace 
And  charity  that  wearies  not  nor  turns; 
The  red  deer  belled  across  the  windy  burns, 

But  chiefs  with  stag-hounds  coupled  for  the  chase 

Drew  back  to  worship  while  the  fair  crowned  face 

Bent  toward  the  Rood  where  Christ  forever  yearns. 

Her  memory  lingers  fresh  as  meadowsweet 
Along  the  highway  near  the  hollowed  stone 

Where  poor  folk  sought  her  through  the  sunlit  lanes ; 
And  still  the  road  grows  smooth  beneath  their  feet 
When  men  remember  by  her  wayside  throne 

Though  creeds  and  kingdoms  perish,  love  remains. 
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THE  BRINDLED  HARE 

BY  grange  and  castle  when  the  fields  were  cool 
Saint  Anselm  rode  and  marked  how  swans  afloat 
Upon  the  lilied  waters  of  the  moat 
Reposed  in  love  untaught  by  rod  or  rule; 
And  while  he  paused  beside  the  reedy  pool, 
A  brindled  hare  with  blood  upon  her  coat 
Took  refuge  from  the  pack's  deep  baying  note 
Beneath  the  scarlet  housings  of  his  mule. 

But  when  the  savage  hunters  sought  their  prey, 
At  his  command  their  hounds  refused  to  spring, 
Held  back  like  wolves  within  a  forest  snare; 
And  with  bent  bows,  they  watched  him  ride  away, 
Tender  as  Christ  Who  heals  each  broken  thing, 
Bearing  against  his  breast  the  wounded  hare. 
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THE  SILVER  WAIN 

WHEN  russet  wagons  left  the  Lammas  field, 
The  land's  fierce  lord  through  wood  and  pasture 
rode 
Along  the  trembling  pool  where  sunset  glowed 
Red  as  the  rivets  of  his  heavy  shield ; 
Across  the  blackbird's  song  a  clear  bell  pealed, 
And  tawny  bulls,  obedient  to  the  goad, 
Paused  while  a  peasant  prayed  beside  his  load 
Sweet  with  the  grass  that  clovered  meadows  yield. 

On  rushed  the  knight,  but  dropped  his  lifted  spear 
To  see  among  the  swathes  of  fallen  hay 
White  oxen  coupled  with  a  golden  chain, 
And,  still  as  starlight  on  the  purple  weir, 

Where  his  old  ploughman  knelt  so  late  to  pray 
An  angel  walking  by  a  silver  wain. 

A  Legend  of  Saint  Isidore  the  Ploughman 
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SAINT  BERNARD 

BLUE  gonfalons  with  silver  lilies  toss 
As  court  and  camp  surround  his  purple  hill, 
Then  all  the  glittering  chivalry  is  still 
To  hear  him  mourn  the  Holy  City's  loss; 
And  when  he  tells  them  gold  and  gear  are  dross, 

That  slain  crusaders  through  God's  Wounds  shall  fill 
Ranks  left  by  fallen  angels, — "  'T  is  His  Will," 
They  cry  with  quivering  throats,  "The  Cross!  The  Cross! 

He  waits  with  cowl  thrown  backward  to  the  sun, 
While  shouting  liegemen,  sworn  to  serve  his  Lord, 
In  helm  and  gilded  hauberk  round  him  stir, 
Yet  knows  that  far  Jerusalem  is  won 

By  him  who  slays  the  self  with  ghostly  sword, 
Who  holds  within  his  heart  Christ's  Sepulchre. 
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SAINT  HILDEGARDE 

A  CHILD  who  holds  a  jeweled  book  of  hours 
Beneath  wan  cressets  in  a  knightly  hall, 
She  scarce  can  see  the  bucklered  henchmen  sprawl 
By  hearth  and  high  seat  where  the  wolf-hound  cowers 
Then,  on  an  arras  gay  with  yellow  flowers, 
Beholds  a  vivid  shaft  of  sunlight  fall 
Through  stony  slits  above  the  moated  wall 
That  bowmen  guard  from  battlemented  towers. 

About  her  head  the  broken  sunbeams  stray, 
Like  glittering  lances  round  a  chosen  knight 
Who  bears  mailed  Michael  on  his  banderole; 
While  in  her  heart  there  falls  Love's  greater  ray, 
Sent  from  the  legions  of  the  living  Light 
To  flood  the  sunless  castles  of  the  soul. 
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THE  CRIMSON  APPLE 

BY  fallen  knights  that  dream  in  marble  mail 
A  ragged  boy  along  the  cloister  strayed 
Where  rainbow  glass  above  the  colonnade 
Burned  red  and  azure  with  a  holy  tale; 
And  toward  the  Pearl  of  Heaven  lily-pale, 
Around  whose  feet  the  roses  never  fade, 
He  held  ripe  fruit  leaf-hidden,  while  he  prayed 
The  Child  might  stir  within  her  starry  veil. 

Stern  monks  who  passed  with  thoughts  on  Paradise 
Marked  but  a  waif  amid  the  candle-shine 
Nor  saw  on  either  side  white  angels  stand, 
Nor  knew  a  child  had  reached  the  deepest  skies 
As  bending  from  the  gold  and  silver  shrine 
Christ  took  the  crimson  apple  in  His  Hand. 

A  Legend  of  the  Blessed  Hermann  of  Cologne 
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RICHARD  OF  SAINT  VICTOR 

A  SHAFT  of  light  through  lancets  round  the  choir! 
And  where  tall  pillars  from  a  massive  plinth 
Spread  boughwise  like  a  forest  labyrinth 
He  waits,  his  body  lightened  by  desire; 
Amber  and  emerald  the  rays  mount  higher 
From  angels  by  the  burning  terebinth, 
Past  heaven's  Rose  against  deep  hyacinth 
To  Christ  transfigured  in  a  cloud  of  fire. 

Back  to  their  books  he  sees  the  scholars  pass 
To  measure  Love  by  logic,  while  the  nave 

Transparent  with  light-blazoned  legend  gleams; 
But  in  men's  souls,  as  flame  through  colored  glass, 
He  finds  the  Image  of  the  God  Who  gave 
His  Beauty  to  immortalize  their  dreams. 
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THE  PILGRIM 

A  BAND  of  knights  ride  toward  Jerusalem — 
Their  bridles  shine  with  many  a  precious  stone — 
But  he  who  leads  upon  the  glittering  roan 
Dreams  of  the  Rose  that  bloomed  on  Jesse's  stem. 
And  now  a  beggar  clasps  his  mantle  hem, 
And  now  he  cries  to  hear  a  leper  groan, 
"Was  it  for  this  that,  wounded  and  alone, 
The  Virgin's  Son  once  bore  the  Cross  for  them?" 

"Ride  back,  good  knights,  ride  to  the  Normans'  town; 
But  first  strip  off  my  cloak  of  otter  fur, 
And  from  my  feet  unloose  the  scarlet  shoon. 
Barefoot,  alone,  clad  in  a  beggar's  gown, 
I'll  journey  to  the  Holy  Sepulchre. 

But  come,  Lord  Christ !    Come  to  Thy  Kingdom  soon ! ' ' 
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JOACHIM  OF  FLORA 

SLOWLY  the  sands  within  the  hour-glass  run, 
The  brazier  burns,  and  at  the  abbot's  knees 
His  acolyte  inscribes  the  psalmodies 
That  sing  the  Paraclete,  the  shining  One. 
Flame  on  the  mountains!     Is  the  long  night  done? 
The  prophet's  eyes  are  dim  with  mysteries ; 
Is  it  the  time  of  lilies  that  he  sees — 
Christ  and  His  angels  standing  in  the  sun? 

Only  the  dawn.     No  sign  is  in  the  sky, 

Though  all  the  peaks  are  luminous  with  light 
As  from  the  elevation  of  the  Host. 
Up  from  the  valley  drifts  the  world's  old  cry; 
But  in  his  cell  the  abbot  kneels  to  write, 
"Love  is  the  Kingdom  of  the  Holy  Ghost." 
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SAINT  HUGH 

ON  mountain  slopes,  whose  rocky  summits  glow 
Tier  upon  tier  about  one  crimson  spire, 
Hugh  sought  the  vision  of  his  soul's  desire — 
The  white  immensity  no  mind  can  know ; 
Above  the  height  where  storm-whirled  eagles  go 
He  heard  the  lonely  stars'  deep- thundered  choir, 
And  saw  vast  lights  and  shapes  of  living  fire 
Around  the  altars  of  eternal  snow. 

Then  with  his  dream  into  the  vales  he  came 

To  shape  the  heavy  stones  through  love's  strange  power, 
Bearing  upon  his  back  the  workman's  hod; 
Till,  lifted  by  his  spirit's  burning  flame, 

The  minster  soared  with  pinnacle  and  tower 
Sunward  to  meet  the  Mystery  of  God. 
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THE  TOURNAMENT 

TWELVE  fearless  knights,  called  forth  to  win  renown, 
Rode  by  a  woodland  chapel  thatched  with  green, 
But  one  drew  rein  to  serve  the  fair  young  Queen 
Who  wears  the  azure  robe  and  starry  crown ; 
And  when  the  mass  was  said,  he  wandered  down 
Where  clustered  pinnacles  with  pearly  sheen 
Rose  on  the  forest  rim,  and  passed  between 
Red-purple  banners  through  a  royal  town. 

Helmed  princes  craved  his  mercy  as  he  came 
Riding  on  wreaths  of  marigold  and  bay, 
And  trumpets  of  the  tourney  cried  him  Hail ! 
None  knew  that  while  he  prayed,  forgetting  fame 
At  Mary's  Feast,  there  fought  for  him  that  day 
The  warrior  angel  clad  in  snow-white  mail. 

A  Legend  of  the  Blessed  Walter  of  Bier  be  eke 
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THE  MERCIFUL  KNIGHT 

JOHN    GUALBERT 

ON  bleak  Good  Friday,  spurred  by  bitter  loss, 
A  knight  upon  a  fiery  stallion  wheeled 
Toward  moated  Florence,  with  his  spear  well  steeled 
To  pierce  a  gilded  targe's  triple  boss; 
And  on  the  drawbridge  of  the  winding  fosse 
Beheld  his  foe,  who  bore  no  covering  shield, 
And  dashed  against  him,  though  the  rider  reeled 
With  outflung  arms  that  formed  Christ's  holy  Cross. 

But  fronted  by  that  Sign  of  Passion  tide 
The  bright  avenger  paused,  his  sword-arm  stayed, 
As  though  from  baleful  fire  his  heart  were  shriven ; 
Then  in  remembrance  of  a  Wounded  Side, 
Hurling  behind  him  bolt  and  iron  blade, 
The  golden  knight  raised  up  his  foe  forgiven. 
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THE  ROSES  OF  SAINT  FRANCIS 

THE  brother  of  the  wind  and  sun  bare-shod 
Came  singing  to  the  cave  where  long  ago 
Two  saints  beheld  the  peaks  of  heaven  glow 
And  sought  the  way  with  precept,  rule  and  rod; 
Shy  creatures  watched,  as  from  the  nettled  sod 
Beneath  his  hands  grew  flowers  of  burning  snow, 
And  learned  the  starry  law  the  angels  know 
That  love  alone  can  reach  the  heights  of  God. 

His  song  of  praise  forever  seems  to  ring 
When  birds  are  waking  or  when  shepherds  rest 
Beside  their  lambs  within  a  cavern's  gloom; 
And  ever  at  the  coming  of  the  Spring, 

In  the  wild  garden  his  pierced  feet  once  pressed 
Where  briars  flourished  only  roses  bloom. 
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SAINT  BONAVENTURA 

BONAVENTURA,  when  the  legates  bore 
The  cope  and  chasuble  that  Rome  bestows, 
Left  their  rich  purple,  so  the  legend  goes, 
To  strew  fresh  rushes  on  the  abbey  floor; 
Thrall  to  a  King,  he  only  bowed  before 
The  Love  in  which  the  cherubim  repose, 
Source  of  the  sun  and  center  of  the  rose, 
Who  makes  an  angel  his  ambassador. 

With  hind  and  herdsman  in  a  scullion's  nook, 
There  stooped  those  mitred  princes  to  inquire 
Whence  came  the  Light  his  habit  could  not  hide; 
And  for  their  sake  he  opened  as  a  book, 

Pierced  through  with  characters  of  living  fire, 
His  heart  engraved  with  Christ  the  Crucified. 
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ALBERTUS  MAGNUS 

FROM  fiery  crucibles  as  alchemist, 
What  fierce  elixir  wrought  of  liquid  gold 
Pours  he  in  magic  cups ;  or  does  he  hold 
Enclosed  within  his  heart  the  Eucharist? 
And  what  wild  spirit  is  his  lutanist, 

Half -heard  behind  the  curtain's  scarlet  fold ; 
Or  is  he  by  an  angel's  power  controlled 
And  kneels  to  heaven's  Queen  in  holy  tryst? 

Bred  by  his  mystery  the  legend  starts 
About  a  mind  too  myriad  for  men's  range, 
That  makes  all  knowledge  its  divining-rod ; 
But  he,  through  Science  and  the  Seven  Arts. 
Finds  Love  the  alchemy  with  which  to  change 
Each  baser  metal  to  the  gold  of  God. 
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SAINT  THOMAS  AQUINAS 

THE  lord  of  all  the  lore  that  man  had  found, 
He  placed  the  dream  the  longing  heart  had  won 
Above  the  webs  of  logic  subtly  spun, 
And  reason  with  white  revelation  crowned; 
In  skies  too  vast  for  wondering  thought  to  sound 
His  soul  was  lifted  like  a  lonely  sun 
About  whose  fire  mysterious  planets  run- 
And  by  whose  law  the  scattered  stars  are  bound. 

Beyond  the  garnered  wisdom  of  the  earth 
He  sought  the  starlit  deep  with  spirit  led 
Through  adoration  to  Love's  dwelling-place; 
Till  in  the  Host  where  life  has  mystic  birth 

He  saw  the  God  Who  gave  the  Wine  and  Bread 
Unveil  the  hidden  beauty  of  His  Face. 
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SAINT  GERTRUDE 

HERALD  of  heaven!  blazoned  on  her  shield 
She  bore  as  arms  the  lily  of  the  Three 
In  shining  argent,  and  the  dark  Rood  Tree 
Engrailed  with  gules  upon  an  azure  field; 
Above  the  concourse  her  high  clarion  pealed 
Her  Lord's  fair  deeds  and  kingly  courtesy, 
And  challenged  to  fresh  feats  of  chivalry 
His  knight  who  in  the  lists  of  Love  would  yield. 

Like  rallying  shout  of  armored  seraphim, 
Her  voice  rang  forth  to  bid  the  warrior  hold 
The  plain  of  honor  saint  and  martyr  won ; 
To  show  amid  the  black  spears  threatening  him, 
A  lance  of  light,  a  banner's  starry  fold. 

And  fighting  at  his  side,  God's  valiant  Son. 
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THE  ESPOUSAL  OF  SAINT  GERTRUDE 

THE  virgin  martyrs  strew  their  rose-red  boughs 
About  her  feet ;  the  lusters  lighting  her, 
To  whom  the  Courts  of  Heaven  minister, 
Shine  from  the  innocents'  transparent  brows; 
As  in  a  thurible,  her  prayers  and  vows 

Rise  in  a  cloud  more  fragrant  than  white  myrrh 
Her  guardian  angel  swings  as  thurifer 
Before  the  Presence  of  her  soul's  loved  Spouse. 

Mysterious  elevation!     There  to  rest 

Where  glowing  seraphs  wing  on  fiery  wing 
Behold  the  Eagle  mated  with  the  Dove; 
Where  like  a  lily  lifted  to  His  Breast, 

She  hears  the  harp  of  that  Divine  Heart  sing 
In  flaming  chords  a  canticle  of  Love. 
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JACOPONE  DA  TODI 

IN  Palestrina's  prison  unafraid 
He  sings,  and  shepherds  on  the  windy  down 
Look  for  a  Star  above  their  gabled  town 
To  show  them  where  the  Lord  of  Love  is  laid ; 
He  sings  of  One  Whom  all  men  have  betrayed, 
And  through  the  meadows  cloaked  in  golden  brown 
The  knights  who  ride  with  flame  on  cross  and  crown 
Hear  trumpets  calling  to  a  far  crusade. 

Madman  some  name  him,  some  God's  troubadour: 
But  in  the  minster  on  white  Christmas  Day 
His  songs  bring  men  and  angels  to  their  knees; 
And  pilgrims  in  the  field  and  on  the  shore, 
Chanting  his  words,  forget  the  weary  way 
That  leads  to  Sarras  past  the  outmost  seas. 
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MEISTER  ECKHART 

DAY-STAR  reflected  in  a  crystal  bowl! 
Root  of  the  Tree!     Fire  on  the  holy  Ark! 
Godhead!     Who  seeks  Thee  must  go  lean  and  stark 
With  will  surrendered  unto  Love's  control; 
Then  through  the  spirit  unknown  forces  roll, 
Lightnings  blaze  upward  from  the  inner  dark 
Where  Being  broods,  and  God  within  the  spark 
Enters  the  golden  gateway  of  the  soul. 

So  Eckhart  speaks,  and  in  the  market-place 
Men  hear  of  Him  that  angels  cannot  name, 

In  Wliom  the  Light,  the  Word,  the  Breath  are  One; 
Nor  need  to  understand  when  from  his  face — 
God  within  God,  and  flame  in  mystic  flame — 
Shines  forth  the  Beauty  of  the  risen  Son. 
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THE  ORDEAL 

HENRY    SUSO 

TOWARD  the  last  outpost  of  the  world  I  ride; 
My  blazon  trails  dishonored  in  the  dust, 
My  bright  cuirass  is  stained  with  wind  and  rust, 
No  trophy  to  my  saddle-horn  is  tied ; 
By  God  forsaken  and  by  men  denied, 
At  phantom  foemen — hatred,  fear,  and  lust — 
Still  do  I  lift  my  shield  of  faith  and  thrust, 
Yet  feel  the  spear-head  enter  my  own  side." 

I 
"  Press  forward,  knight,  thy  foes  are  put  to  rout, 

These  Hands  will  staunch,  will  heal  each  bleeding  scar 

And  lift  on  high  thy  trampled  blazonry. 

Here  angels  stand  within  the  last  redoubt, 

Here  lie  the  frontiers  of  the  Morning  Star ; 

I  pierced  thy  breast  that  ye  might  ride  to  Me." 
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JAN  VAN  RUYSBROECK 

OUTGOING  and  incoming,  far  yet  near, 
It  is  the  echo  of  his  own  heart-beat, 
Majestic  rhythm  seas  and  suns  repeat 
That  he  has  wandered  through  the  wood  to  hear ; 
Now  dawns  the  moon  upon  the  darkening  mere 
And  overhead  the  homing  thrushes  meet, 
While,  lovelier  than  all  light,  the  Paraclete 
Breathes  the  mysterious  words  within  his  ear. 

Fragrant  the  path  among  the  windy  pines, 
But  on  the  hidden  Way  his  feet  have  found, 
From  Godhead  ever  blows  renewing  Breath : 
There  rolls  one  ocean,  there  one  mountain  shines- 
Immensity  in  which  his  soul  has  drowned, 
Infinity  transcending  Life  and  Death. 
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SAINT  TERESA 

BASIL,  rosemary,  rue  and  lavender! 
The  well  is  dry,  the  water-wheels  are  still, 
The  river  can  no  longer  sluice  the  mill : 
How  shall  the  flowers  in  my  heart's  garden  stir?" 
"When  self  shall  sleep  within  a  sepulchre, 
Rain  from  the  sky  and  healing  dew  shall  fill 
Each  withered  path,  and  there  may  walk  at  will 
Love  seen  by  Mary  as  a  gardener. 

"Along  the  border  violets  will  spread 
Humility,  and  lilies  light  the  grass, 
Though  snow  fall  early  and  the  Spring  be  late ; 
But  where  the  bower  of  roses  blossoms  red 
With  thy  heart's  blood,  there  shall  the  Lover  pass 
And  there  the  Keeper  of  the  Stars  will  wait." 
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SAINT  JOHN  OF  THE  CROSS 

NIGHT  of  the  soul!     Dark  of  divinest  Fire! 
Memory,  mind,  and  will  alike  are  doomed; 
He  dies  to  self,  and  as  the  God  entombed, 
By  many  deaths  he  ever  mounts  the  higher. 
Titanic  passion!  still  he  can  aspire 

Up  the  bleak  mountain  with  one  hope  consumed, 
Through  the  long  watches  by  one  Light  illumed, 
The  Face  of  Him  Who  is  the  soul's  Desire. 

Sublime  surrender,  perfect  gift  of  gifts : 
All  that  he  has  he  yields,  nor  seeks  to  see 
Black  vales  below  or  blinding  peaks  above; 
Upon  his  back  the  heavy  Cross  he  lifts, 
With  stern  e3^es  fixed  upon  Infinity — 

Godhead!  that  holds  the  height  and  depth  of  Love. 
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HE  GIVETH  HIS  BELOVED  SLEEP 

ALL  that  the  dawn  wove  webs  of  gold  around 
Appears  once  more  in  the  dim  evening  sky — 
The  stranger  worlds,  islands  of  light  that  lie 
Washed  by  a  shoreless  sea,  remote,  profound; 
All  that  the  harsh  noise  of  the  noonday  drowned, 
The  wood,  the  wind,  the  waters'  old,  old  cry, 
Now  gathereth  in  the  dusk  to  surge  and  die 
Into  the  Voice  that  speaketh  without  sound. 

Shadow  and  stillness  and  the  dream-hour  near, 
With  peace  lost  in  the  morning  found  at  night; 
So  death  restoreth  that  which  life  must  take : 
Silence  in  whose  cool  hush  the  dull  ears  hear, 
Darkness  where  wearied  eyes  regain  their  sight, 
And  sleep  that  His  beloved  may  awake. 
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THE  VEIL 

THE  temple  veil  of  gold  and  scarlet  thread 
Kings'  daughters  wove  on  hoops  of  silver  wire, 
With  Cherubim  in  purple  wools  of  Tyre, 
Was  rent  in  twain  the  hour  a  God  lay  dead ; 
But  folds  more  dense  than  fleece  of  rams  dyed  red 
Still  hide  the  Holiest  from  the  heart's  desire — 
A  web  of  worlds  whose  shadows  are  the  fire 
That  stars  the  night  with  hope  when  day  has  fled. 

Yet  through  the  mystic  woof  no  hands  have  spun 
Man  heard  the  thundered  covenant  and  saw 
Prophetic  flame  lead  earth's  mysterious  race; 
And  He  Who  proved  that  life  and  death  are  one 
Shall  come  again  as  God's  High  Priest  to  draw 
The  living  veil  from  Love's  abiding-place. 
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NEW  GRANGE 

HE  golden  hill  where  long-forgotten  kings 
Keep  lonely  watch  upon  their  feasting- 

floor 
Is  silent  now, — the  Dagda's  harp  no  more 
Makes  sun  and  moon  move  to  its  mur- 
murous strings; 
And  never  in  the  leafy  star-led  Springs 

Will  Caer  and  Aengus  haunt  the  river  shore, 
For  deep  beneath  an  ogham-carven  door 
Dust  dulls  the  dew-white  wonder  of  their  wings. 

Yet  one  may  linger  loving  the  lost  dream — 
The  magic  of  the  heart  that  cannot  die, 

Although  the  Rood  destroy  the  quicken  rods; 
To  him  through  earth  and  air  and  hollow  stream 
Wild  music  winds,  as  two  swans  wheeling  cry 
Above  the  cromlech  of  the  vanished  gods. 


MAY  UPON  ICTIS 

FAR  out  at  sea  beneath  rich  Tyrian  sails 
The  merchants  watch  a  ghostly  mountain  spread 
Terrific  dawn-wings  fired  with  cloudy  red, 
And  cease  their  barter  over  purple  bales; 
Wild  headland  flames  to  headland;  in  the  dales 

Hushed  warriors  wait,  for  no  torqued  chief  may  tread 
That  dim  white  forest  where  the  vanished  dead 
Gather  like  birds  before  the  spume-drenched  gales. 

Around  the  mount  barbaric  trumpets  cry; 
Then  Ictis  thunders  through  her  altar-stone, 
Long  cloven  by  a  god's  mysterious  rune; 
And  pinnacled  between  the  earth  and  sky 
Her  savage  prophet  stands,  majestic,  lone, 

Helmed  with  the  sun  and  girdled  with  the  moon. 


A  DRUID  TOWN 

A  SUNLESS  maze  of  tangled  lanes  enfold 
The  magic  dwellings  of  the  forest  race, 
Whose  hidden  shapes  are  flames  that  leave  no  trace 
At  mid-moon  when  the  Druid's  dream  is  told; 
The  shadows  of  enchanted  orchards  hold 

Red  thatch  of  wings  and  woad-stained  doors  that  face 
The  wandering  stars,  and  guard  the  secret  place 
Where  faery  women  thread  their  warps  with  gold. 

The  dragon  knight  shall  lose  his  strength  of  hand 
Nor  ever  raise  his  long  leaf-shapen  shield, 
If  he  but  follow  where  the  white  deer  roam; 
And  never  will  the  mariner  reach  land 

When  harps  ring  seaward  as  the  dawn  fires  yield 
The  golden  caer  upon  the  ninth  wave's  foam. 


ARTHUR 

BEHIND  storm-fretted  bastions  gray  and  bare 
Flame-crested  warriors  of  Cunedda's  line 
Feast  in  a  golden  ring, — their  targes  shine 
Along  the  wall  and  clang  to  gusts  of  air; 
And  in  the  shadow,  torches  blown  an1  are 
Reveal  a  chief,  half  human,  half  divine, 
With  brooding  head,  starred  by  the  Dragon  Sign, 
Hung  motionless  in  some  undreamed  despair. 

But  when  he  starts,  three  torques  of  twisted  gold 
Writhe  on  his  breast,  for  voices  all  men  fear 
Wail  forth  the  battle-doom  dead  kings  have  borne; 
And  as  the  mead-hall  fills  with  sudden  cold, 
Above  the  wind-tossed  sea  his  heart  can  hear 

The  strange  gods  calling  through  their  mystic  horn. 


CAER  SIDI 

ALONE,  unarmed,  the  Dragon  King  must  go 
To  seek  the  Cauldron  by  a  magic  shore, 
For  gleaming  harness  wrought  of  wizard  ore 
Is  powerless  against  an  unknown  foe; 
The  lonely  Caer,  walled  with  the  flaming  Bow, 
Lifts  dark  enchanted  horns  where  wild  seas  roar, 
And  in  the  moon's  white  path  a  mystic  door 
Moves  to  strange  music  only  Merlins  know. 

Within,  vast  shapes  and  awful  shadows  start, 

While  deathless  gods  who  hold  the  wave-worn  stairs 
Do  ghostly  battle  with  a  hero's  soul; 
But  at  his  eagle  cry  their  thonged  shields  part, 
And  from  the  cloven  fire  the  Chieftain  bears 
High  in  his  mighty  grasp  the  star-rimmed  Bowl. 


TALIESIN 

ON  lonely  shores  where  dreams  are  drifted  sand 
He  follows  to  the  end  a  star's  bright  course, 
A  ghostly  hunter  without  hound  or  horse, 
The  warrior-bard,  last  of  the  Druid  band; 
But  still  his  wizard  harp  rings  in  his  hand 
Beside  the  Stream  of  Sorrow's  hidden  source, 
Still  from  a  breaking  heart  his  wild  songs  force 
Their  way  into  the  god's  mysterious  land. 

Dauntless  he  sings,  and  sees  the  drear  wood  turn 
To  golden  orchards  by  the  river  bed 

Where  healing  waters  of  the  rainbow  run; 
And  past  the  valley  near  great  peaks  that  burn 
With  beaconing  fire,  the  hero-bard  is  led 
Up  toward  the  Dragon  City  of  the  Sun. 
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PRAYER 

HERE  is  a  Garden  birds  seek  without 
knowing, 
All  of  earth's  loveliness  lies  drifted  there, 
Where   pain    and    adoration    blent    in 
prayer 

Are  as  tall  rows  of  deathless  flowers  growing ; 
And  in  the  twilight  mist  their  colors  showing, 
As  through  a  filmy  veil,  gleam  pale  and  fair, 
While  tender  odors  linger  on  the  air, 
Ethereal  breath  from  unknown  spaces  blowing. 

In  shadows  deeper  than  engulfing  night 
These  radiant  blossoms  of  the  soul  were  bred, — 
They  spring  from  victories  steadfast  faith  has  won; 
The  winds  that  woo  them  are  great  Wings  of  Light, 
Their  dew  the  tears  of  pity  Angels  shed, 

And  in  God's  Smile  they  find  their  only  sun. 


REFUGE 

FRAIL  petals  fold  about  the  weary  bee 
That  lured  by  winds  has  wandered  far  astray 
To  seek  the  haunting  perfumes  that  the  May 
Scatters  upon  the  earth  so  lavishly; 
And,  murmuring  a  wistful  melody, 
The  little  waves  that  danced  all  through  the  day 
On  the  stream's  breast,  at  last  have  found  the  way 
That  winds  along  the  meadows  to  the  sea. 

Though  often  blinded  with  the  beauty  here, 
Yet  seeks  the  soul  beyond  the  realms  of  space 
The  Love  that  lies  behind  earth's  fairest  things, 
And  struggles  through  thick  mists  of  doubt  and  fear 
To  find  in  God  a  final  resting  place, — 
Refuge  beneath  the  Shadow  of  His  Wings. 


TRUST 

GENTLY  the  earth  enfolds  each  little  seed, 
And  in  the  darkness  patiently  they  lie, 
Longing  for  sunlight  and  the  summer  sky, 
Of  winter's  wildest  storms  they  take  no  heed; 
Trusting  a  Will  that  knows  their  every  need, 
They  dream  of  April  mists,  a  robin's  cry 
At  twilight,  wandering  moths  like  flowers  that  fly, 
The  sighing  of  the  wind  at  sunset  freed. 

And  as  these  simple  things  of  nature  trust, 
Buried  in  darkness  and  the  frozen  loam, 

Rest  thou  in  God  and  in  His  Will  place  thine; 
For  all  His  Ways  are  infinitely  just, 

And  like  a  star  His  Love  will  lead  thee  Home 

When  the  soul  cries,  "O  God,  Thy  Will,  not  mine. 


THE  POET 

OEYES  that  see  the  loveliness  of  things, 
Flowers  whose  tender  cups  hold  as  the  Grail 
The  dewy  wine  of  heaven  and  the  frail 
Wonder  of  insects'  little  questing  wings ; 
O  ears  that  hear  when  a  bird  freely  sings, 
Or  when  the  weeping  winds  of  autumn  wail, 
Or  trees  at  twilight  whisper  low  their  tale, — 
The  harmony  from  which  Creation  springs. 

O  soul  that  knows  all  longing  and  all  tears, 
Frailty  of  flesh,  the  spirit's  rapt  communion, 
Mysterious  captive  spurning  mortal  bars, — 
Thy  wings  lift  thee  above  all  earthly  fears 

To  hold  with  Love  and  Beauty  deathless  union, 
To  learn  the  glorious  meaning  of  the  stars. 


THE  HIGHWAY 

THERE  is  a  golden  highway,  whence  descending 
From  cloud-swept  spaces  where  the  eagle  flies, 
Drift  upon  quivering  wings  of  wondrous  dyes 
Celestial  messengers  tired  souls  befriending ; 
While  from  the  earth,  drawn  by  a  love  unending, 
The  burning  white  desire  for  God  that  lies 
Deep  in  the  soul  soars  far  beyond  the  skies, 
On  pinions  bright  with  rainbow  colors  blending. 

For  by  your  need  so  hath  He  need  of  ye, 
Who  sent  Incarnate  Love  to  be  the  leaven 
That  raiseth  light  from  darkness,  joy  from  pain, 
And  from  its  bonds  setteth  the  spirit  free 
To  make  night  radiant  with  the  hope  of  heaven 
Where  man  an  angel's  stature  shall  attain. 


THE  MOUNTAINS 

THEY  stand  drenched  in  the  morning's  amber  light, 
The  lark  soars  with  a  song  to  hold  a  tryst 
On  peaks  the  eagle's  wing  alone  has  kissed, — 
Only  the  great  can  storm  the  glistening  height; 
And  in  the  evening,  cowled  in  cloudy  white, 
Frocked  in  rc^sterious  folds  of  floating  mist, 
Golden  and  rose  and  shadowy  amethyst, 
They  guard  the  shining  sanctities  of  night. 

Strong  lonely  soul  that  breathes  this  crystal  air 
Where  winds  waft  odors  of  a  thousand  Springs, 
You  know  a  Vision  wonderfully  sweet: 
A  radiance  unearthly  hovering  there, 

Vast  harmonies,  the  thrill  of  waiting  wings, — 
Then  on  the  mountains  gleam  the  Pierced  Feet. 


TRUTH 

A  BREATH  of  beauty  blown  through  Spring's  green 
bowers, 
The  glory  of  a  rainbow  in  the  spray, 
The  first  ethereal  rose  when  waking  day 
Smiles  through  a  fragrant  mist  of  dreaming  flowers; 
Or  in  the  west,  the  visioned  ivory  towers 
Seen  but  a  moment  as  clouds  drift  away, 
A  gleam  of  water  where  the  willows  sway, 
A  far-off  song  between  warm  summer  showers. 

A  leaping  flame  upon  blue  midnight  hills, 
A  star  that  trembles  in  a  vapory  veil, 

A  flash  of  gold-lined  wings, — so  pure,  so  high 
Is  Truth;  so  rarely  seen,  a  swift  glance  fills 
The  soul  with  radiance,  as  when  the  frail 

New  moon's  white  shadow  lights  a  fading  sky. 


THE  HILL-TOP 

A  WINDY  hill-top  and  one  ragged  tree 
Sombre  against  the  sunset's  yellow  stain, 
And  in  the  air  the  freshness  of  spent  rain 
And  damp  dead  leaves  that  drop  continually; 
While  far  below,  in  soft  tranquillity, 

Meadows  with  golden  waves  of  ripened  grain, 
A  winding  road,  a  disappearing  wain, 
And  marshy  pastures  sloping  to  the  sea. 

The  earth  grows  silent  as  a  moon  of  fire 
Moves  slowly  up  the  calm  awaiting  skies; 
Beneath  a  silver  veil  the  waters  gleam ; 
Nature  breathes  beauty,  yet  the  soul's  desire 
Turns  ever  to  the  unknown  land  where  lies 
The  white  immortal  City  of  its  dream. 
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ALL  SAINTS'  DAY 

A  LITTLE  wind  sifts  through  the  silent  trees, 
Making  a  mournful  music  in  the  leaves 
That  withered  droop ;  the  odors  of  the  sheaves 
Cling  to  the  air,  sweet  as  old  memories; 
And  summer's  shadow  lingers  on  the  leas — 
A  late  rose  blooms  and  the  last  robin  grieves 
From  the  dim  copse,  where  the  mild  river  weaves 
A  shining  trail  of  soft  transparencies. 

In  the  gray  peace  what  wondrous  visions  gleam, 
White  souls  of  saints,  prophets  who  held  the  light 
To  an  unheeding  world,  and  the  meek  grace 
Of  martyrs  dying  for  a  holy  dream : 

These  are  as  stars  seen  on  a  lonely  night, 
These  make  of  troubled  earth  a  hallowed  place. 


ii 


ALL  SOULS'  NIGHT 

ON  a  high  hill,  an  empty  nest  that  swings 
From  a  bare  tree  bathed  in  the  tranquil  light 
Of  a  slow-rising  moon;  in  lazy  flight 
A  flock  of  crows  drift  by  on  ragged  wings; 
A  fitful  breeze  from  the  far  valley  brings 
A  blend  of  sounds  that  die  into  the  night — 
Hoofs  on  the  highway  and  the  echoing  fright 
Of  a  sheep-dog,  the  stir  of  startled  things. 

On  quiet  slopes  that  to  the  river  spread, 

Where  scattered  leaves  a  shroud  of  scarlet  fling, 
Row  upon  row  of  silent  gray,  stones  gleam 
That  mark  the  resting  places  of  the  dead; 

Dead! — lo,  they  share  the  joys  of  deathless  Spring, 
Theirs  the  reality,  and  yours  the  dream. 


QUATRAINS 


QUATRAINS 


ROC  US  and  cowslip  from  earth's  riven  tomb 
Flower  in  the  sun;  but  thou,  O  soul,   shalt 

bloom, 
Waked  by  the  Star  of  that  perpetual  Spring, 
Beyond  the  seed-time  and  the  harvesting. 


ii 


In  blossoms  on  the  sun-warmed  apple  bough 
And  springing  corn  where  passed  the  autumn  plough 
The  sons  of  earth  still  hear  the  deathless  cry, 
"No  seed  is  quickened  save  it  fall  and  die." 
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Ill 


Love  answereth  love, —  in  trusting  patience  wait 
As  one  who  lingers  by  a  garden  gate, 
Expectant  of  the  day  when  doubt  and  woe 
Will  vanish  as  the  fleeting  April  snow. 


IV 


Through  all  life's  ways  thy  faith  must  ever  be 
Like  to  a  candle  in  a  shadowy  shrine, 

Whose  flame  upsoaring  spreadeth  ceaselessly 
A  quiet  radiance,  a  light  divine. 


Nothing  is  judged  according  to  its  size, — 

Between  the  great,  the  small,  Love  sets  no  bar, 

And  in  the  violet's  purple  incense  lies 
All  the  immortal  wonder  of  a  star. 
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VI 

Faith  is  the  cliff  on  which  the  weak  wave  breaks, 
The  tree  around  whose  might  frail  tendrils  twine, 
In  cloudy  skies  it  sets  a  starry  sign, 

And  in  the  sorrowing  soul  an  altar  makes. 

VII 

Darkness  brings  doubt  when  with  the  fall  of  night 
Steals  hollow  silence  and  wild  shadows  start ; 

Then,  as  the  rising  moon,  let  Faith's  pure  light 
Flame  from  the  holy  altar  in  thy  heart. 

VIII 

As  from  the  rising  moon  a  single  beam 

Of  trembling  silver  sinks  through  moving  walls 

Of  dim  green  water,  so  the  immortal  dream 
Of  Love  Eternal  on  the  spirit  falls. 
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IX 


As  quietly  as  dawns  the  day's  first  flush, 

As  buds  unfolding  when  the  warm  rains  cease, 

As  stars  that  gather  in  the  twilight  hush, — 
So  comes  the  knowledge  of  Eternal  Peace. 


Immortal  Love  is  like  a  shoreless  sea, 
As  boundless  as  ethereal  realms  of  air; 

The  soul  doth  like  an  island  tranquilly 
Rest  in  Its  hallowed  beauty  unaware. 

XI 

Here  upon  earth  eternity  is  won, — 

The  soul  that  seeks  God  holds  immortal  fire, 
As  tiny  dew  that  trembles  on  a  brier 

Reflects  the  radiance  of  the  rising  sun. 
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XII 


Like  perfume  sealed  within  a  silken  shroud, 
Like  rosy  wine  that  blushes  through  the  grape, 

Or  as  a  rainbow  deep  in  misty  cloud, 
So  will  the  spirit  from  its  bonds  escape. 


XIII 


Death  is  a  starlit  dusk  to  one  who  sees 
The  winter  field  with  gleaming  wings  astir, 

And  in  a  dawn  of  foam-white  apple  trees 
Beholds  the  angel  by  earth's  sepulchre. 


XIV 


As  light  behind  a  cloud  of  lilac  rain, 
Like  stars  above  a  night  of  lonely  fears, 

The  spirits  of  the  vanished  live  again — 
Naught  hides  them  save  the  shadow  of  thy  tears. 
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XV 


For  Hope  is  like  the  winds  that  lightly  blow 
Out  of  the  lingering  sunset's  golden  bar, 

Lifting  the  woodland's  wealth  of  leaves  to  show 
The  shining  wonder  of  the  evening  star. 


XVI 


Beyond  life's  purple  banners  wails  the  horn, 
Yet  fight,  thou  towering  spirit  who  was  sent 

To  conquer  sorrow  and  to  rise  at  morn, 
God's  falcon  on  His  highest  battlement. 


XVII 


The  fragrant  sun  of  Spring,  whose  rosy  breath 

Quickens  each  bough  to  bud  in  fragile  bloom, 
Foreshadows  the  great  Love  that  conquered  death 
That  raised  an  altar  to  replace  the  tomb. 
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XVIII 


For  time  is  like  a  river  rushing  free, 

Or  like  the  first  faint  star  that  heralds  night; 

One  mingles  with  the  vastness  of  the  sea, 
The  other  merges  in  the  Greater  Light. 


XIX 


The  farthest  wave  will  reach  land's  rock-crowned  crest, 
The  last  year's  leaves  merge  with  Spring's  teeming  sod, 

Dawn's  scattered  light  is  gathered  in  the  west, 
And  birth  and  death  begin  and  end  in  God. 
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AKHNATON 


'HEN  golden  ritual  and  scarlet  rite 
Of  Amon  shook  all  Asia  by  its  sound, 
He  watched  the  sun  rise  over  Thebes 
and  found 
The  Lord  of  Love  whose  footprints  star 
the  night ; 
And  while  the  conquering  Pharaohs  in  their  might 
Within  time's  drear  necropolis  lie  bound, 
He  dawns  upon  the  world's  horizon  crowned 
Like  living  Aton,  beautiful  with  light. 

For  long  before  the  mountain  thunder  spoke 
To  Israel's  shepherd,  or  on  Galilee 

The  fishermen  unfurled  their  gleaming  sail, 
Soaring  against  the  dark  his  clear  song  broke, — 
"With  Thy  sweet  Voice  throughout  eternity 
Call  on  my  name  and  it  shall  never  fail." 


ZARATHUSTRA 

OUTLINED  in  fire  against  primeval  night 
He  stood  among  the  Magi,  first  to  name 
The  unknown  Source  from  which  all  Being  came, 
And  made  the  mind  sole  image  of  Its  might; 
Death,  cold,  and  darkness  strove  to  dim  his  sight 
With  powers  demonic  hidden  in  man's  frame, 
But  from  his  hand  upsoared  the  singing  flame 
And  summoned  down  the  blazing  Sons  of  Light. 

The  mists  of  time  hide  creed  and  elder  god, 
But  not  the  Mage  whose  purity  raised  men 
And  drew  archangels  to  his  lone  desire : 
Iran's  grave  prophet  with  his  burning  rod 
Kindles  the  heart's  high  altar  now  as  then, 
And  from  the  stars  still  falls  the  answering  fire. 


GAUTAMA 

OF  highway  dust  the  Buddha  made  his  throne 
And  spoke  of   love   with   breath   like   meadow 
balm, — 
A  beggar's  bowl  lay  on  his  lifted  palm, 
But  white  as  stars  those  hands  of  healing  shone ; 
And  pierced  with  pity  Gautama  made  known 
The  light  that  liberates,  the  awful  calm 
About  the  region  of  the  waiting  Branny 
Whose  name  is  Peace,  the  Lonely  and  Alone. 

And  as  he  spoke,  the  common  roadway  spread 
Among  the  worlds  of  time  and  space  which  bind 
The  starry  soul  that  wanders  fugitive; 
And  men  upon  a  path  of  gold  were  led 

Past  hells  and  heavens,  birth  and  death,  to  find 
Love's  very  Heart  wherein  all  Loves  shall  live. 


LAO-TSE 

LAO-TSE  listened  while  Confucius  weighed 
Grave  ceremonials  of  a  mandarin 
Borne  long  ago  in  lacquered  palanquin 
To  lutes  of  lapis  lazuli  and  jade, 
And  answered  slowly  from  a  great  tree's  shade, 
"Immense  and  lonely  Tao  broods  within: 
Its  peace  the  weak  and  pure  of  heart  may  win, 
Not  yellow  kings  in  royal  cavalcade." 

And  turning  baffled  from  the  dreamer's  lore 
That  seemed  to  lead  him  toward  oblivion, 
Confucius  passed  along  the  windless  wood ; 
Then  looking  back,  beheld  the  sage  once  more 
Stand  smiling  in  the  pathway  of  the  sun, 
Silent  with  peace  he  had  not  understood. 


PYTHAGORAS 

FAIR  as  the  seven  daughters  of  the  sun, 
Mysterious  as  the  moon's  white  hemisphere 
He  saw  the  soul,  that  fiery  charioteer 
Whose  roads  beyond  their  golden  courses  run ; 
And  when  past  gates  of  birth  and  death  it  spun, 
Where  battlemented  stars  lift  spear  on  spear, 
He  felt  the  God's  bright  shadow  drawing  near — 
The  Lover  and  Beloved  merge  in  One. 

For  he  who  listened  while  great  rhythms  rolled, 
Who  numbered  nameless  atoms  for  the  key 

Of  that  vast  Cause  which  forms,  dissolves,  unites, 
Had  found  the  image  that  his  heart  would  hold, 
Not  in  the  changing  earth,  the  air  or  sea, 

But  throned  in  Self,  the  changeless  Light  of  Lights. 


EMPEDOCLES 

CONTEMPTUOUS  of  kings,  Empedocles 
Rode  robed  in  purple,  bidding  men  to  dare 
Godlike  dominion  over  earth  and  air, 
To  learn  the  laws  that  shaped  the  Pleiades; 
Then  turned  to  fight  the  last  lord's  grim  decrees, 
His  red  funereal  torch  a  mountain's  glare 
Against  black  skies,  where  silver  fires  aflare 
Moved  motionless  in  immemorial  frieze. 

Upon  the  livid  summit,  laurel-crowned 

He  paused,  then  plunged  deep  under  fiery  deep 
Where  Being  and  Becoming  are  one  Breath ; 
And,  though  the  crimson  crater  hemmed  him  round, 
None  watched  from  out  its  core  a  live  flame  leap, 
Older  than  night,  the  silent  stars,  or  death. 


EURIPIDES 

ON  wave-girt  Salamis  he  felt  the  weight 
Of  ancient  anguish,  while  the  sea's  deep  tone 
Held  the  tumultuous  music  of  his  own 
That  voiced  the  tragedy  of  human  fate; 
The  low  sky  crimsoned  with  Medea's  hate 
Or  warriors  in  Mycenae  overthrown, 
And  like  the  gulls  from  stormy  headlands  blown 
Wailed  Hecuba  within  the  Trojan  gate. 

As  broken  ships  he  watched  the  lost  lives  roll, 
And  round  his  cavern  heard  the  heavy  spume 
Clash  like  contending  armies  in  his  ears; 
But  rising  from  its  wreckage  saw  the  soul, 
Untouched  by  destiny  or  savage  doom, 
Immortal  through  the  mystery  of  tears. 


SOCRATES 

HE  came  coarse-cloaked,  grotesque  as  shaggy  Pan, 
■  But  kings  of  Homer  and  gray  Hesiod 
Gave  place  before  that  sturdy  form  bare-shod 
From  which  the  golden  cord  of  reason  ran; 
And  like  Praxiteles,  whose  eye  could  span 
In  unhewn  marble  outlines  of  a  god, 
So  he  who  leaned  on  logic  as  his  rod 
Moulded  to  majesty  the  mind  of  man. 

The  secret  of  the  stars  he  left  unsought, 
Yet  in  the  corner  of  a  colonnade 

He  stood  encircled  by  Athenian  youth, 
Shaking  the  guarded  strongholds  of  their  thought 
With  words  that  pierced  each  shallow  barricade 
Like  silver  trumpets  challenging  to  Truth. 
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PLATO 

BY  blue  Ilissus  Plato  long  ago 
Watched  as  Hymettus  paled  from  rose  to  gray, 
Where  slowly  up  the  golden  shores  of  day 
Moved  silver  planets  in  perpetual  flow ; 
Wiser  than  Heraclitus,  he  could  show, 

Beyond  the  lights  and  fires  which  ebbed  awa}', 
Immutable,  majestic  suns  that  ray 
Horizons  of  the  mind  with  morning's  glow. 

Above  the  shaken  olive  trees,  like  dawn 

There  shone  the  forms  of  Logic,  Love,  and  Law, 
Yet  must  the  lover  for  the  fairest  yearn; 
And  through  the  shadows  that  the  God  had  drawn 
From  His  immortal  substance,  Plato  saw 
Beauty  to  which  all  Being  shall  return. 


ii 


LUCRETIUS 

IN  shining  peace  the  mighty  words  unfold 
The  majesty  of  mountain,  wood,  and  stream, 
Which  need  no  gilded  torch-boy  nor  the  gleam 
Of  sunshot  hues  barbaric  purples  hold ; 
And  through  his  song  the  measured  rhythms  mould 
The  earth's  dark  grandeur  where  at  last  shall  dream 
Her  sons,  who  in  their  tragic  beauty  deem 
That  men  are  drawn  from  God  by  chains  of  gold. 

Upon  untrodden  paths  he  dares  to  face 

Fierce  hungry  suns,  or  hurls  down  from  the  skies 
Immortal  stars  dimmed  by  his  mortal  breath, 
And  holds  the  universe  in  his  embrace 

That,  freed  from  fear  and  hope,  mankind  may  rise 
Through  courage  stronger  than  the  gods  or  death. 
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VIRGIL 

LOW  lie  the  laureled  Caesars  while  he  sings 
Of  olive-press  and  vineyard's  rich  increase, 
Or  upland  flocks  with  dew  upon  their  fleece 
Drinking  at  twilight  by  Etruscan  springs; 
Through  their  long-vanished  loveliness  he  brings 
The  golden  dream  where  Dante  found  release, 
And  in  his  music's  deep  autumnal  peace 
Grave  pity  broods  above  the  tears  of  things. 

His  empire  has  outlasted  Roman  pride, 
The  age  of  gold  whose  splendors  half  disclose, 

Through  doom  and  death,  the  goal  toward  which 
men  grope: 
Poet  and  prophet,  Virgil  still  is  guide, 
As  when  in  depths  of  hell,  heaven's  perfect  rose 
Blossomed  from  inextinguishable  hope. 
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SENECA 

GREEN-GARLANDED  beneath  a  pillared  dome 
The  lowing  bulls  filed  past  him  toward  the  shrine, 
But  he  without  gray  augurs  could  divine 
One  God  where  all  gods  made  their  ancient  home; 
And  from  the  hills  above  the  Tiber's  foam 
A  trireme  on  the  blue  horizon-line 
Led  him  to  dream  of  provinces  that  shine 
Beyond  the  eagles  of  imperial  Rome. 

As  buried  metal  taken  from  the  clay 

Glows  with  strange  lustre,  so  his  thoughts  appear 
Like  minted  gold  unmixed  with  dark  alloy; 
And  from  the  lips  that  Nero  sought  to  stay, 
Warm  with  humanity  a  voice  rings  clear, 

"What  wisdom  hallows  death  cannot  destroy." 
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EPICTETUS 

A  BEGGAR  maimed  in  bod y,"  slowly  run 
The  words  of  his  memorial ;  but  he 
Went  clothed  in  violet  more  royally 
Than  kings  whose  vesture  of  bright  gold  was  spun. 
"A  slave  to  each  man's  bidding."     Yet  he  won 
From  forces  elemental  as  the  sea 
The  dauntless  fortitude  which  sets  men  free 
With  Godhead  centered  in  them  like  the  sun. 

"Loved  by  Immortals."     As  his  calm  words  cease, 

Before  the  heart  that  fear  of  death  assails 

The  City  of  the  World  gleams  white  and  still ; 

For  he  who  gained  the  gods  brings  back  their  peace 

By  power  enduring  when  the  last  dream  fails — 

The  strength  of  man's  unconquerable  Will. 
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MARCUS  AURELIUS 

IN  grave  soliloquy,  while  legions  swell 
Through  massive  arch  and  marble  portico, 
Alone  among  his  guards,  serene  and  slow 
He  rides  to  camp  where  horned  Sarmatians  dwell; 
Already  his  far-seeing  thoughts  foretell 
Rome  burning  in  barbaric  overthrow, 
Then  turn  within  where  brighter  bastions  glow 
To  passion  and  to  pain  impregnable. 

Though  death  through  flute  and  silver  trumpet  call, 
He  of  the  living  whole  is  living  part, 
With  sun  and  moon  an  equal  citizen ; 
And  shadowing  the  world's  flame-bannered  wall, 
Rise  the  untaken  towers  that  haunt  his  heart — 
The  perfect  City,  home  of  gods  and  men. 


16 


JULIAN  THE  APOSTATE 

AT  night  on  lonely  ramparts  he  had  seen 
The  gods  in  wheeling  constellations  borne, 
And  falcon-eyed  gazed  down  the  rifts  of  morn 
When  Helios  from  golden  hills  would  lean ; 
Then  raised  against  the  humble  Nazarene 
And  lowly  saints,  by  pain  and  vigil  worn, 
Homeric  heroes  fired  with  strength  and  scorn, 
And  kings  of  thought  majestic  in  their  mien. 

But  Galilee  has  conquered,  nor  again 
Will  torches  move  along  the  moonlit  shores 
Where  he  sought  godhood  by  Eleusis'  rite, — 
An  eagle  beating  passionate  wings  in  vain, 

Fighting  he  fell,  yet  through  his  dream  he  soars 
To  live  among  the  lovers  of  all  Light. 
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II 


DAVID 


The  Threshing  Floor 

KINGS'  sons  and  captains  over  Israel,  hark! 
The  oxen  low  and  fiery  shapes  draw  near 
To  him  who  veils  his  face  in  sudden  fear 
When  voices  answer  from  the  altar  spark ; 
For  this  is  David,  whom  the  patriarch 

Led  from  the  sheep-folds  by  the  rippling  weir, 
He  who  braved  lions  without  dart  or  spear, 
Singing  to  God  till  Judah's  hills  grew  dark. 

There  where  he  waits  amid  the  harvest  yield, 
His  heart  beholds  the  Temple  which  shall  rise, 
Builded  by  hands  that  never  swung  the  sword; 
While  shadowing  Araunah's  threshing  field, 
As  if  in  promise  from  the  parted  skies, 

Full-armed  shines  forth  the  Angel  of  the  Lord! 
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DAVID 

II 

The  King's  Well 

OH,  for  a  draught  of  water  from  the  well 
In  Bethlehem's  gate." — Three  mighty  warriors 
swing 
Their  shields  in  place,  for  he  who  cried  is  king, 
Beneath  whose  chariot  wheels  fenced  cities  fell; 
They  vanish  where  Philistia's  bowmen  swell, 
But  he  heeds  not,  in  thirsting  for  the  spring 
That  holds  no  taste  of  tears,  whose  waters  sing 
Sweeter  than  trumpets  of  all  Israel. 

Forgotten  are  the  things  he  valued  most; 
Strong  rock-walled  Zion,  fortress  of  his  land, 

Grows  dim  before  green  pastures  pooled  with  rain- 
Far  from  the  black  tents  of  the  battling  host, 
Ruddy  as  dawn  he  moves  with  harp  in  hand, 
A  shepherd  dreaming  on  the  hills  again. 
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SOLOMON 

THEY  hewed  him  cedar  trees  of  Lebanon, 
And  in  his  golden  courts  the  people  bowed 
When  through  the  seraphim  a  burning  cloud 
Covered  the  Temple  of  great  Solomon; 
But  now  the  Glory  of  the  Lord  is  gone — 
Moloch  and  Ashtoreth,  the  ivory-browed, 
Feast  on  the  holy  mountains  which  he  vowed 
To  Jahveh  from  the  horns  of  Gibeon. 

Yet  he  whose  wisdom  turns  to  weariness 

Has  heard  once  more  the  mighty  Voice  that  came 
When  Jahveh  held  the  king's  heart  in  His  Hand ; 
And  though  about  the  throne  his  tribesmen  press, 
Over  their  heads  he  sees  the  sword  of  flame 
And  Israel  scattered  through  an  alien  land. 
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EZEKIEL 

HE  thunders  from  the  cherubs'  glowing  wheels, 
And  in  proud  cities  shaken  by  the  tread 
Of  Asshur's  horsemen  cloaked  in  blue  and  red, 
The  leopard  crouches  and  the  gray  wolf  steals; 
Before  that  voice  the  prince  of  Tyrus  reels, — 
His  purple  tissues  deck  the  dark  sea-bed 
Where  ships  of  Ophir  rust,  with  sails  outspread 
And  green  gold  dripping  through  the  cloven  keels. 

He  speaks,  and  captives  by  the  willowed  rim 
Of  Chebar  hear  the  holy  river  run 
Where  idols  stained  their  broken  altar-stone, 
And  know  that  He  who  rides  the  cherubim 
Above  the  fallen  summits  of  the  sun, 
Is  Lord  of  Israel  and  God  alone. 
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ISAIAH 

HE  mounts  on  eagle  wings  with  power  to  span 
The  ages'  dream,  and  from  his  song  there  grows 
A  mighty  Vision,  lovelier  than  those 
The  shepherd  saw  in  rocky  Midian, — 
A  Form  that  skyward  gaze  alone  can  scan, 
Above  whose  Brow  the  star  of  morning  glows, 
Who  makes  the  desert  blossom  like  the  rose, 
By  God  begotten,  yet  the  Son  of  Man. 

Watchmen  on  walls  of  high  Jerusalem 

Break  into  singing,  where  a  throng  shall  start 
To  mock  the  Beauty  of  the  Sacrificed; 
Bowed  are  the  cypress  and  the  cedar  stem : 
For  carrying  the  lambs  against  His  Heart, 
Upon  the  holy  mountain  dawns  the  Christ! 


JEANNE     D'ARC 

BY    THOMAS     S.    JONES,    JR. 
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THE  FOREST 

ROWNED  with  may-blossom,  very  fair  to  see, 
Angel  or  demon,  evil  fay  or  good, 
A  gleaming  maid  no  shepherd  understood, 
With  fronds  of  bracken  reaching  to  her  knee ! 
Heedless  she  dreams  beneath  the  Druid  tree; 
But  who  are  these,  this  shining  brotherhood 
In  silver  armour  flashing  through  the  wood — 
The  faery  host  or  Heaven's  chivalry? 

Where  shall  they  lead  her  through  the  apple  boughs? 
To  see  the  solemn  sacring  of  a  king 

And  France  restored  to  all  her  ancient  fame. 
And  what  is  that  so  bright  above  her  brows 
Encircled  with  the  simple  flowers  of  Spring? 
It  is  a  martyr's  crown  of  blood  and  flame. 


THE  KING'S  SECRET 

WHERE  crimson  velvet  and  bright  gold  festoon 
The  royal  entrance,  a  fair  girl  is  drawn 
Fresh  as  the  dew  upon  an  April  dawn 
Among  sly  courtiers  in  their  pointed  shoon; 
The  King  bends  low  to  hear  her  whispered  boon, — 
And  will  he  bid  this  shining  may  begone 
To  seek  the  ferny  trail  of  fox  and  fawn, 
To  fold  her  sheep  beneath  a  yellow  moon? 

But  through  the  halls  perfumed  with  musk  and  myrrh 
There  flows  the  simple  fragrance  of  a  field, 
And  now  the  arras  trembles  as  with  wings; 
And  at  her  words  the  Dauphin  kneels  to  her, 
A  forest  maid  whom  angels  have  revealed 
The  secret  envoy  of  the  King  of  Kings. 


THE  SABLE  STALLION 

WE  saw  the  sable  stallion  plunge  and  rear, 
Over  the  saddle-bow  his  black  mane  poured, 
And  none  dared  grasp  the  crimson  bridle  cord 
But  from  the  shallow  doorways  gaped  in  fear; 
Then  suddenly  the  virgin  knight  drew  near, 
Five  golden  crosses  gleamed  upon  her  sword, 
A  lance  upbore  the  lilies  of  her  Lord, 
And  "Lead  him  to  the  Rood"  came  ringing  clear. 

How  still  he  stood — the  demon  put  to  rout! 
Archer  and  spearman,  looking  on  her  face 
Felt  shriven  of  the  foe  that  lurks  within; 
And  gates  of  hell  were  shaken  by  their  shout, 

"Lead  on  for  France,  to  conquer  through  the  grace 
Of  Michael,  Margaret,  and  Saint  Catherine!". 


THE  CORONATION 

ALONG  the  nave  is  spread  a  cloth  of  gold, 
Blue  and  vermilion  through  each  oriel 
Like  lances  of  an  angel  army  dwell 
Upon  the  standard  with  its  blazoned  fold; 
There  like  the  burning  seraph  seen  of  old, 

She  guards  the  kneeling  Prince  while  trumpets  swell 
And  gilded  rafters  ring  "Noel!  Noel!" — 
A  maid  in  snow-white  armour  silver-stoled. 

Chime  out,  ye  bells  of  bronze,  ring  to  the  sky! 
Now  is  the  dream  fulfilled:  he  wears  the  crown 
Invested  with  the  royal  power  of  France. 
Shout,  iron  knights,  your  polished  swords  lift  high 
To  her  whose  courage  won  the  flaming  town, 
The  Flower  of  Chivalry  and  high  Romance! 


THE  CAPTURE 

THE  lances  gleam,  the  oriflamme  swings  wide, 
And  on  a  great  grey  stallion  strong  and  fleet, 
Undaunted  by  the  doom  she  soon  will  meet 
She  heads  the  sortie  where  her  foemen  hide; 
Down  from  the  cliff  like  wheeling  hawks  they  ride, 
And  though  her  knights  are  scattered  in  defeat 
Yet  for  Christ's  honour  she  will  not  retreat, 
For  saint  and  angel  battle  at  her  side. 

The  war-horse  sinks  within  the  marshy  sedge, 
And  bowmen  clutch  the  gold  and  scarlet  coat. 

— Saint  Michael  lend  her  now  thy  covering  shield !- 
"Surrender,"  cry  harsh  voices.     "Give  us  pledge." 
Then  like  a  falling  star  her  rallying  note, 
"To  God  and  to  my  King  alone  I  yield." 


THE  TRIAL 

"  "^^JOW  from  God's  Body  is  the  maiden  banned — 
±  ^  This  witch  who  danced  within  an  eerie  glen 
When  goblin  fires  were  blue  upon  the  fen, 

And  held  the  bleeding  mandrake  in  her  hand." 

Christ  and  the  Virgin  hear  the  harsh  command ! 
Jeanne  of  the  Lilies,  taken  from  her  den, 
Shines  in  the  center  of  these  armoured  men, 

A  flower  too  fair  for  earth  to  understand. 

"But  tell  us,  Maid,  what  Voices  do  you  hear? 
Do  Saints  of  God  condone  your  scarlet  sin?" 
She  answers  with  great  visions  in  her  eyes: 
"They  tell  me  that  the  victory  is  near; 
That  passing  through  affliction  I  shall  win 
The  promised  Kingdom — but  in  Paradise." 


THE  PYRE 

WITH  solemn  sound  the  bells  of  Rouen  peal, 
And  in  the  square  the  Maid  unarmed,  alone, 
Lily  of  France,  defender  of  the  throne, 
Faces  a  death  more  terrible  than  steel: 
Not  thus  the  wondering  armies  watched  her  kneel, 
Still  as  the  warrior  angel  carved  in  stone, 
About  her  helm  Saint  Michael's  banner  blown, 
The  Dragon's  head  beneath  his  burnished  heel. 

And  shall  the  ashes  of  earth's  fairest  rose 

Be  scattered,  and  the  blinding  sparks  consume 
This  heart  which  burns  more  fiercely  than  its  pyre? 
"Jesus!"     On  that  great  cry  her  spirit  goes 
Where  angels  gleam,  where  April  gardens  bloom, 
Flame  over  flame,  and  fire  transcending  fire. 


<J2> 
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LEONARDO  DA  VINCI 

I 
The  Ride  to  Milan 

GLISTENING  riders,  beautiful  bright  lords, 
They  spur  through  meadows  in  a  foam  of  flowers 
On  toward  the  city  hung  with  proud  white  towers, 
Vermeil  their  mantles,  damascened  their  swords ; 
One  rides  ahead — his  silver  stallion  fords 

The  swiftest  torrent — one  whom  dawn  endowers, 
Leonine,  lonely,  conscious  of  strange  powers: 
Life  is  his  lyre  of  seven  naming  chords. 

With  great  glad  voices  echoing  through  the  trees, 
Carefree  they  ride,  their  plumes  with  dew  impearled, 
Above  them  clouds  of  light  and  shadow  roll ; 
While  he  is  silent — he  alone  who  sees, 

Outlined  in  fire  against  an  unknown  world, 
The  shifting  chiaroscuro  of  the  soul. 


LEONARDO  DA  VINCI 

II 
The  Soul  of  Leonardo 

AN  old  god  who  has  taken  mortal  guise, 
A  bright  destroying  seraph,  through  despair 
Loosens  his  bolts  of  bronze  upon  the  air, 
And  watches  men  and  beasts  that  agonize; 
At  his  command,  the  channeled  rivers  rise, 
Swayed  by  a  mastery  the  moon  can  share, 
And  wings  of  swan-white  splendor  wait  to  bear 
A  fallen  angel  burning  for  the  skies. 

No  earthly  landscape  haunts  this  Florentine — 
Of  dream-like  cities  he  is  architect, 

And  on  his  page  bloom  rose  and  asphodel ; 
These  flame-lit  shapes,  by  shores  of  twilight  green, 
Flow  from  the  beauty  of  an  intellect 
Fed  by  the  fires  of  heaven — and  of  hell. 


LEONARDO  DA  VINCI 

III 
Leonardo's  Notebooks 

A  BASILISK  with  silver  wings  that  twine 
Among  the  petals  of  the  damask  rose, 
Fantastic  mountains,  winged  embryos 
By  falling  water,  pale  and  serpentine ; 
Here  is  a  page  a  young  god  might  design, 
Where  the  dim  edges  of  the  earth  disclose 
A  twilight  cave,  from  whose  gray  depth  there  glows 
The  starlike  visage,  dual  and  divine. 

Caverned  within  the  soul's  converging  rays, 

What  knowledge  does  this  yellow  script  forerun, — 
What  secret  filled  with  wonder  and  with  dread ! 
Only  an  eagle's  eye  can  bear  to  gaze 

On  the  white  splendor  of  the  Shining  One, 
Or  the  fell  beauty  of  the  Gorgon's  head. 


LEONARDO  DA  VINCI 
IV 

The  Old  Age  of  Leonardo 

THE  masques  of  life  pass  by  in  slow  defile: 
Musician,  painter,  sculptor,  architect — 
Like  the  bronze  horseman  all  his  dreams  lie  wrecked, 
Equivocal  as  dark  Gioconda's  smile; 
Now  strange  enigmas  his  tired  mind  beguile — 
The  sky's  deep  splendor  he  can  still  reflect 
Within  the  crystal  of  his  intellect, 
And  light  with  darkness  swiftly  reconcile. 

Like  tarnished  silver,  pale  and  nebular, 

His  twilight  falls;  but  what  last  summons  wake 
That  glow  upon  his  face  austere  and  wan? 
Is  it  of  evening  or  of  morning  star — 
The  peace  of  death,  or  life  that  bids  him  take 
The  sun's  path  on  the  white  wings  of  a  swan? 


FRA  ANGELICO 

THESE  angels  to  perpetual  joy  are  vowed, 
Moving  in  mystic  dance  to  bright  citoles, 
Sheathed  in  the  silver  of  rose-bordered  stoles, 
Lovely  as  lilies,  fair-haired,  fiery-browed; 
Around  the  Virgin  their  great  wings  are  bowed, 
Back  to  the  earth  their  quivering  rapture  rolls, 
And  through  transparent  bodies  burn  their  souls, 
Aerial,  colored  like  a  sunset  cloud. 

Too  simple,  men  have  called  this  lucent  art 

Of  mountain  and  May  meadow  starred  with  flowers, 
Against  the  Spring  light  and  green-golden  skies; 
Yet  not  through  form,  but  through  an  angel's  heart 
Of  joy,  untroubled  by  profounder  powers> 
For  a  gray  world  he  pictures  Paradise. 


DELLA  ROBBIA 

OPAQUE  yet  mellow  as  old  marble  lies 
The  creamy  lustre  on  this  bright  lunette, 
Vistaed  with  heaven  lest  the  heart  forget, 
And  from  its  edge  the  wings  of  angels  rise; 
On  that  medallion,  blue  as  April  skies, 
The  gentle  Virgin  like  a  pearl  is  set, 
With  rose  and  lily  veined  in  violet, 
And  at  her  feet  are  pools  of  Paradise. 

White  pastorals  that  breathe  of  early  Spring ! 
So  might  a  Tuscan  by  some  forest  lawn, 

Where  olive  branches  turn  from  green  to  gray, 
Have  paused  to  hear  the  Sons  of  Morning  sing, 
And  seen  her  thus  through  orchards  of  the  dawn, 
Pale,  blossom-crowned,  Our  Lady  of  the  May. 


GIOTTO 

THE  dark  fires  of  the  doomed  burn  at  the  base, 
And  on  the  oval's  edge  fair  saints  are  seen — 
Hyacinth,  topaz,  gold,  and  tourmaline 
Hold  their  bright  robes  of  righteousness  in  place; 
Upon  the  apex  great  wings  interlace, 
And  radiate  an  iridescent  sheen 

Where  Crowns  and  Thrones  of  blazing  splendor  screen 
The  God  Who  gives  His  Beauty  for  their  grace. 

The  thunder  of  the  Dies  Irae,  drawn 

From  deeps  of  anguish,  mingles  in  one  tone 
With  angel  canticles  that  never  cease, 
As  from  the  center  of  a  golden  dawn, 

In  rays  that  brighten  down  each  colored  zone, 
On  seraph,  saint,  and  sinner  falls  His  Peace. 


BOTTICELLI 

I 

Primavera 

RUSTLE  of  rain,  bird-song  and  fitful  breeze, 
And  flower-like  dancers,  faerie  shapes  that  seem 
Dryad  and  faun,  beneath  whose  pale  feet  gleam 
Vale-lilies,  violets,  anemones; 
Here  glides  a  nymph  the  satyr  cannot  seize, 
Diaphanous  as  dawn  her  garments  stream — 
Elusive,  luminous,  an  April  dream, 
She  fades  through  orange  and  white  myrtle  trees. 

And  yet  how  wistfully  the  dancers  cling; 
And  what  vague  weariness  these  spirits  wear, 
Scattering  wild-rose  petals  as  they  pass: 
Is  it  for  Youth's  short  dream — the  dream  of  Spring, 
Lovely  as  Flora  through  rain-scented  air, 
Fleet  as  the  dryad  over  rose-strewn  grass? 


BOTTICELLI 

II 

The  Madonna  of  the  Magnificat 

VIRGIN  and  angels  quire  in  antiphon! 
Now  is  the  hidden  Spirit  magnified 
By  symphonies  of  sound,  a  moving  tide 
Of  morning  worlds  in  perfect  unison ; 
And  now  the  descant  fails,  grows  faint,  is  gone, — 
Across  her  face  foreboding  shadows  glide, 
Shadows  of  doom  that  cling,  but  cannot  hide 
The  Godhead's  Majesty  she  has  put  on. 

Beneath  the  burden  of  Love's  mystery 
She  gazes  downward,  melancholy,  meek, 
And  answering  sorrow  dims  the  angels'  eyes; 
While  in  her  clasp,  the  strange  Divinity 

Searches  the  heaven's  height,  as  though  to  seek 
An  answer  from  the  adamantine  skies. 


BOTTICELLI 
III 

The  Entombment 

SCARLET  and  black,  these  sombre  calvaries  lend 
The  garden  of  the  god  a  bitter  gloom — 
Among  the  lilies  yawns  the  waiting  tomb, 
The  drear  abyss  where  Love  and  Spring  descend; 
For  now  sad  Dante  is  the  dreamer's  friend, 

And  nymphs  who  danced  through  golden  boughs  in  bloom 
Are  women  wailing  of  a  wordless  doom, 
A  night  of  sorrow  that  will  never  end. 

Outcast  and  broken,  shadowed  with  despair, 
He  paints  as  one  by  fallen  angels  pressed ; 
And  yet  amid  the  dark  fire,  lives  and  glows 
A  world  where  Primavera  stirs  the  air, 
A  Home  in  which  his  haunted  soul  may  rest — 
Lover  of  roses  in  the  Mystic  Rose. 
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TADOUSAC 

^TEADFAST  as  rocks  that  tower  through  cloudy  space 
To  bastions  high  above  the  sombre  bay, 
Led  by  the  Virgin  of  the  Sague?iay 
Came  men  whom  ages  honor  in  this  place; 
They  left  the  sheltered  cloister,  yet  could  face 
Rude  strongholds  on  the  Huron  waterway, 
Enduring  fiery  dooms  that  Love  might  sway 
One  heart  among  a  dark  barbaric  race. 

Beneath  the  mountain  peaks  that  glow  and  change, 
In  battles  for  the  Dream  that  shall  not  fail 
These  warriors  fell  to  save  the  Northern  land; 
But  past  the  reaches  of  the  loftiest  range 

Where  lives  that  conquered  life  and  death  prevail, 
Heroes  on  heights  invisible  they  stand. 


JACQUES  CARTIER 

ENEATH  Mount  Royal  glides  the  Breton's 
fleet- 
Far  from   Cathay  where   silk-robed    mer- 
chants trade 
In  porcelain  and  pearl  and  cups  of  jade 
From  striped  pavilions  in  a  crowded  street. 
Yet  round  his  deck  autumnal  branches  meet 
Bright  as  vermilion  lacquer  gold-inlaid 
Over  old  temples  where  the  phoenix  strayed 
On  tiles  of  turquoise  when  the  great  gongs  beat. 

Against  his  prow  the  tide  runs  blue  and  swift, 
Past  promontories  hung  with  purple  grapes 
And  islands  whence  the  hawk  and  heron  rise. 
Within  no  port  of  gold  his  galleons  drift : 

But  stretched  before  him,  filled  with  russet  shapes, 
A  virgin  world,  a  land  of  morning  lies. 


SAINT  VINCENT  DE  PAUL 

LURID  against  the  sky,  with  threatening  spars 
The  crimson  galleys  of  the  corsair  glide, 
Beneath  their  prows  the  cloven  waves  divide 
And  down  the  night  ring  clashing  scimitars ; 
While  he,  a  captive,  chained  to  iron  bars, 
Watches  the  gulls  beyond  the  troubled  tide, 
Where  on  a  sea  of  breathless  beauty  ride 
The  masts  of  fire,  the  fleet  of  silver  stars. 

And  like  white  birds  poised  high  above  the  gale, 
He  sees  another  host  around  them  glow, 

Cowled  with  gray  cloud,  heroic,  calm  and  free- 
Knights  of  the  Cross,  whose  quiet  barques  will  sail 
South  to  the  desert,  north  to  ice  and  snow, 
That  Love  may  sound  the  last  uncharted  sea. 


NOEL  BRULART  DE  SILLERY 

CHIVALRY,  pomp,  and  vain  heraldic  show, 
The  galliard  moving  over  rose-strewn  grass, 
As  coaches  bright  with  gilt  and  blazoned  glass 
Roll  through  the  courtyard  of  the  great  chateau: 
These  he  renounces  now,  while  grave  and  slow 
Surges  the  solemn  music  of  the  Mass, 
And  shafts  of  fire  like  beating  glories  pass 
From  Christ  transfigured  in  the  candles'  glow. 

Weary  of  king  and  sterile  court  he  wills 
His  largess  to  a  land  where  glaciers  shine, 

To  woods  wherein  the  lithe  bronze  hunters  run, 
Dreaming  a  life  of  light  for  those  far  hills, 
Whose  north  winds  bow  the  spruce  and  dusky  pine, 
Whose  rivers  thunder  from  the  setting  sun. 


JEAN  DE  BREBEUF 

FROM  warriors  sprang  this  mighty  missioner, 
Though  Norman  knight  nor  helmed  crusader  knew 
The  love  that  drove  him  in  his  frail  canoe 
Among  the  rocks  where  foaming  rapids  stir ; 
In  northern  forests  bleak  with  sombre  fir 
He  girt  no  golden  mail  on  breast  and  thew, 
But  with  the  grandeur  of  his  spirit  drew 
Homage  from  sachem  and  from  sorcerer. 

The  conquerors  who  fought  for  earthly  fame, 
The  painted  nations  of  the  North  are  gone 
Like  autumn  leaves  before  a  fading  year ; 
But  he  whose  heart  has  borne  the  scars  of  flame 
To  starry  battlefields  still  beacons  on, 
Prophet  of  God  and  dauntless  pioneer. 


VISION  OF  MARIE  DE  L'INCARNATION 

UPON  the  crystal  capes  of  Labrador 
The  Virgin  gazes  from  an  arch  of  stone 
Over  the  woods  and  waste  of  water  blown 
In  foaming  whirlpools  past  a  ragged  shore ; 
There  where  the  rapids  lift  their  sullen  roar 
And  eagles  nest,  against  the  sun,  a  throne 
Crowned  with  black  thunder  waits  Her,  overgrown 
With  yellow  elm  and  scarlet  sycamore. 

There  the  white  virgins,  led  by  Her,  will  sail 
To  the  Long  House  of  birch  and  cedar  bark, 

Where  the  red  runners  come  from  east  and  west ; 
Until  Her  lilies  light  the  forest  trail, 
And  the  grim  mountains,  shouldering  the  dark, 
Bear  Her  pale  star  upon  their  granite  crest. 


PAUL  LE  JEUNE 

HE  leaves  the  lodge  where  drums  of  darkness  roll 
And  plumed  and  painted  sagamores  who  wear 
Crests  of  the  wolf,  the  tortoise,  and  the  bear, 
Dance  to  the  fiend  that  conjurers  control; 
Without,  the  frost  splits  branch  and  silver  bole, 
Green-icicled  against  the  bitter  air 
The  white  weir  hangs,  and  dazzling  snow  fields  glare 
Rose-red  with  flames  that  rim  the  frozen  pole. 

Bleak  is  the  northern  night,  the  clans  are  wild ; 
Yet  in  his  heart  he  hears  the  blue  ice  break 
And  salmon  rush  beneath  the  rainbowed  falls: 
So  in  the  lodge  where  walrus  shields  are  piled, 
The  Children  of  the  Forest  will  awake, 

The  Breath  of  Fire  beat  down  their  ice-bound  walls. 


THE  FOREST  PEACE 

IN  fields  of  melon  and  of  yellow  maize 
The  sun's  wild  chieftains  bear  the  calumet, 
With  belts  of  ochre,  rose,  and  violet, 
Where  Champlain  and  his  steel-clad  warriors  blaze ; 
Above  them  stands  the  Orator,  who  sways 
Council  and  camp — his  eagle  plumes  are  wet 
With  war-paint,  and  his  savage  silhouette 
Crowns  a  high  hill,  outlined  in  fiery  rays. 

Blue  smoke  curls  upward  from  the  brown  tepees, 
And  piled  against  the  demon-carven  poles 
Lie  arrows  and  the  thundering  arquebus; 
While  through  the  twilight  of  the  forest  trees, 
From  the  great  rock  beyond  the  river  tolls, 
In  pledge  of  peace,  the  silver  Angelus. 


ISAAC  JOGUES 

BENT  toward  his  breviary  he  does  not  mark 
Wolf-howl  or  Mohawk's  stealthy  moccasin, 
As  savage  hunters  shod  with  beaver  skin 
File  past  and  loose  an  arrow's  whistling  arc; 
For  through  the  cabin  wall  of  cedar  bark 
Like  drifted  snow  the  angels  enter  in, 
And  though  the  hearth-flame  flickers  blue  and  thin, 
His  Dream  of  Christ  still  lights  the  winter  dark. 

These  hands  that  turn  the  pages  never  pressed 
The  whining  bow-string,  yet  red  chiefs  will  yield 
Before  his  godlike  patience  to  endure; 
And  he,  the  mightier  hunter,  will  not  rest, 
But  seek  in  pathless  wood  and  burning  field 
The  fair  white  quarry  Love  alone  can  lure. 


THE  CORNFIELD 

OVER  the  rustling  stalks  a  light  wind  veers 
Where  olive  dancers  wove  their  magic  spells 
With  rattles  made  of  hollow  tortoise  shells, 
Until  the  clouds  rained  down  their  crystal  spears. 
Between  the  blades  a  black-robed  form  appears — 
Though  pawpaw  and  blueberries'  fragrant  bells 
Hold  drops  of  dew  within  their  waxen  cells, 
He  plucks  a  stalk  among  the  tasseled  ears. 

W7ith  lustral  water  hidden  in  its  leaves 

His  mangled  fingers  weave  the  mystic  signs 
Upon  a  brow  stone  arrowheads  have  torn. 
Like  wings  of  angels  bend  the  murmuring  sheaves, 
And  starlike  on  the  wounded  forehead  shines 
Dew  from  a  yellow  husk  of  Indian  corn. 


JOGUES  AT  THE  COURT 

WHERE  crystal  flambeaux  hung  from  silver  strands 
Light  falling  lace,  black  pearls  and  powdered  hair, 
He  treads  on  roses  up  a  marble  stair, 
Hearing  the  blue  waves  break  on  yellow  sands. 
Deep-scarred  by  club  and  fiery  battlebrands 
He  halts  beside  a  gold  and  crimson  chair, 
While  harpsichord  and  viol  thrill  the  air, 
And  princes  pause  to  touch  his  flame-pierced  hands. 

In  stately  dance  the  silk-robed  courtiers  bend, 
But  he  is  dreaming  of  a  lonely  lake 
Against  whose  shore  the  brown  flotillas  rest : 
Though  torture  wait  him  at  the  long  trail's  end, 
He  knows  that  through  the  mist  of  death  will  break 
Sunrise  upon  the  rivers  of  the  West. 


LAC  DU  SAINT  SACREMENT 

THE  orange  hills  that  blazed  at  autumn  noon 
Above  the  deep  blue  levels  of  the  lake 
Now  herald  evening,  and  their  edges  take 
Soft  tints  of  mulberry  and  dark  maroon; 
Where  yellow  woods  have  fringed  the  long  lagoon 
With  scarlet  bittersweet  and  sallow  brake 
The  sun  has  set  and  left  a  silver  wake, 
Washed  by  the  dawning  of  a  crimson  moon. 

But  through  this  beauty  like  an  inner  flame 
The  memory  of  a  hero-soul  is  blent 

In  deathless  splendor  that  shall  never  cease; 
And  he  who  paused  beside  this  shore  to  name 
The  starlit  waters  of  Saint  Sacrament 

Has  touched  the  hills  of  twilight  with  his  peace. 

Lake  George. 


TEKAKWITHA 

IN  the  rock  shadow  spawn  the  silver  trout 
And  crows  flap  cawing  over  muddy  flats 
Green  with  the  rushes  for  the  woven  mats, 
And  tassels  of  the  willow  blow  about. 
Beside  a  mildewed  patch  where  maize  will  sprout, 
Their  arms  vermilioned  from  the  earthen  vats, 
Crouch  the  old  women,  brown  as  wrinkled  bats, 
Watching  the  river  while  the  ice  goes  out. 

Three  tawny  hunters  file  along  the  shore, 

WTiere  cloistered  like  a  red  swamp  lily  dreams 
Dark  Tekakwitha,  daughter  of  the  moon. 
They  dare  not  pass  beyond  her  cabin  door, 
For  at  her  side  a  haloed  spirit  gleams 
Blinding  as  snowlight  on  an  April  noon. 


IHONATIRIA 

TALL  sunflowers  and  the  patch  of  pumpkins  fade, 
And  lilies  wither  on  the  lake  of  glass. 
A  coil  of  copper  in  the  sun-scorched  grass 
Darts  through  a  crevice  of  the  palisade. 
Green  baskets  that  the  Huron  women  braid 
No  longer  hold  damp  roots  of  sassafras. 
Over  the  hills  the  quail  and  wild  deer  pass 
To  water-holes  beyond  the  long  stockade. 

With  hands  outstretched  to  bless  the  drooping  field 
Brebeuf  among  the  captains  bare  and  brown 
Towers  like  an  oak  upon  the  dusty  plain. 
A  shadow  creeps  across  the  sun's  red  shield — 
And  sailing  high  above  the  Indian  town 

Gray  clouds  roll  west  before  the  rush  of  rain! 


CHARLES  GARNIER 

THE  moose  beside  a  lonely  riverhead, 
The  red  birds  of  the  swamp  that  soar  and  sing 
Have  never  tasted  of  the  scarlet  spring 
In  which  the  trillium  turns  from  rose  to  red. 
Beneath  pine-needles,  aeons  old,  is  spread 
His  body  like  a  bow  with  broken  string, 
And  higher  than  the  plover's  whistling  wing 
The  silver  arrow  of  his  soul  has  fled. 

Swift  as  the  north  wind  in  his  boat  of  bark 

Was  he  whose  voice  the  Hurons  longed  to  hear, 
Soft  as  the  corn-silk  in  the  south  wind's  breath. 
His  spirit  was  a  lanthorn  in  the  dark 

To  lead  them  where  the  trail  winds  high  and  clear 
And  star-rise  crowns  the  savage  wood  of  death. 


INDIAN  LORETTE 

ODOR  of  balsam  and  of  cedar  fills 
This  House  wherein  with  vestal  lilies  shine 
The  blossomed  clusters  of  blackberry  vine, 
The  robe  of  doeskin  fringed  with  scarlet  quills. 
Angels  have  camped  upon  these  Indian  hills : 

From  wild  grapes  they  have  pressed  the  purple  wine ; 
Their  songs  are  in  the  soughing  of  the  pine 
And  faint  sweet  crying  of  the  whippoorwills. 

Crowned  with  the  crimson  fillet  of  the  sun, 
In  their  last  stronghold  the  dark  Hurons  meet 
Never  to  waken  when  the  red  cocks  crow. 
Here  with  the  veil  that  royal  hands  have  spun, 
With  gold  and  incense  at  the  Virgin's  feet 
Lie  the  barbed  arrows  and  the  ashen  bow. 


PERE  LA  BROSSE'S  BELL 

AT  midnight,  as  the  forest  priest  foretold, 
The  air  is  shaken  by  a  silver  bell ; 
Over  the  hillsides  answering  echoes  swell 
From  swaying  ropes  that  hands  of  angels  hold. 
For  him  the  mighty  requiem  is  rolled, 

Last  of  the  heroes  of  the  North  who  fell — 
Who  passed  beyond  the  great  star  sentinel 
And  saw  the  blazing  doors  of  dawn  unfold. 

The  waves  were  wild ;  but  now  the  darkness  lifts, 
Bright  estuaries  glitter  smooth  as  glass, 
The  willows  watch,  and  white  gulls  wheel  and  cry 
Along  the  bay  his  barque  of  morning  drifts, 
And  after  him  in  high  procession  pass 
The  long  canoes  cloudlike  across  the  sky. 
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THE  IMAGE 
Plotinus 

THE  lovely  head,  outlined  on  beaten  gold, 
The  glowing  tints  rich  pigments  would  portray, 
And  form  held  firm  in  marble,  ebb  away 
And  leave  this  shadow,  lusterless  and  cold — 
An  image  of  that  image  shaped  of  old 

With  moons  and  meteors  from  one  burning  ray: 
That  fiery  essence,  masked  in  colored  clay, 
Had  ^ons  and  great  angels  for  its  mold. 

Vain  effigy!    The  gods  alone  can  trace 
The  dreaming  brow,  daemonic  and  divine, 
Or  shape  the  music  of  the  spirit's  name. 
Beyond  their  dwellings  domed  by  azure  space, 
In  starry  companies  the  true  forms  shine 
Splendor  with  splendor,  flame  with  soaring  flame. 


SAINT  SEBASTIAN 

BANNERED  with  dawn  against  their  dungeon's  night 
His  voice  rings  like  a  silver  trumpet-call, 
And  on  the  captives  words  of  courage  fall 
That  wake  their  wavering  faith  and  bid  them  fight ; 
A  captain  of  the  cohorts,  dazzling  white, 

They  see  him  golden-armored,  strong  and  tall, 
And,  ranked  about  him  by  the  prison  wall, 
Angelic  legionaries,  lords  of  light. 

So  they  will  see  him  on  a  hill  of  Rome 
Amid  the  crimson  bowmen — bleeding,  wan, 
Yet  guarded  by  the  armies  of  the  sky; 
Vainly  the  archers  of  the  Hippodrome 

Shall  loose  their  arrows :  he  who  has  put  on 
The  armor  of  an  angel  shall  not  die. 


SAINT  FRANCIS  AND  SAINT  CLARE 

TWO  spirits  walked  the  vale  with  noiseless  tread 
Where  leaves  of  ilex  and  of  olive  rolled 
Before  a  wind  of  autumn,  crystal-cold, 
And  where  light  snow  in  drifted  silver  spread. 
One  with  a  pale  flame  hovering  round  his  head, 
Faint  as  the  moon-disc  on  a  dawn  of  gold, 
Murmured,  "We  meet  again  when  buds  unfold, 
When  the  wild  roses  blossom  white  and  red." 

Up  the  steep  path  they  climbed  to  azure  air, 
While  all  about  the  bell-like  voices  beat 
And  in  farewell  the  other  turned  to  go  .  .  . 
But  by  the  roadway,  on  the  hedges  bare, 
And  round  the  imprints  of  their  quiet  feet 

Bloomed  wild  red  roses  through  the  glistening  snow. 


SAINT  CLARE 
The  Flight 

IN  the  wild  darkness  of  the  middle  night 
Past  boughs  of  yew  and  branches  of  the  rose 
To  feast  with  silver  seraphim  she  goes, 
Cowled  like  a  lily,  virginal  and  white; 
As  soft-winged  moths,  green-hued  and  amber  bright, 
Fly  in  the  ruddy  gleam  her  Ian  thorn  throws, 
So  to  a  deeper  flame  her  spirit  glows, 
To  Love  who  is  the  Light  within  all  light. 

She  will  not  need  her  chains  of  glittering  gold, 
For  round  her  fall,  invisible  and  straight, 
Bonds  that  no  mortal  fingers  can  untwine. 
The  stones  she  treads  are  gray  and  bitter  cold, 
But  in  the  shadows  of  a  dark  cell  wait 
The  Bread  of  Angels  and  the  God's  bright  Wine. 


SAINT  CLARE 
The  Miracle  of  the  Host 

WHERE  poverty  has  walked  with  holy  feet, 
Gold  cavalcades  ride  from  their  red  frontier, 
And  demons  dance  on  shield  and  burnished  spear 
Urging  their  furious  stallions,  dark  and  fleet. 
But  from  the  shadow  of  her  gray  retreat 
The  sister  of  the  seraphim  draws  near, 
So  waxen-white  and  worn  that  horsemen  fear 
And  trumpets  hush  and  tambours  cease  to  beat. 

The  gaudy  banner  by  no  breath  is  blown 
As  with  the  lifted  Host,  the  heavenly  Bread, 
She  stands  encircled  in  its  ghostly  gleams : 
Over  the  blinded  army,  still  as  stone, 
On  smoking  sword  and  helmet  stained  with  red, 
The  Light  descending  lays  its  long  white  beams. 


A  WAYSIDE  CALVARY 

OVER  the  hill-top,  past  the  scarlet  tree 
And  golden  meadow  men  have  reaped  and  sown, 
The  winding  road  has  reached  the  gaunt  gray  stone 
And  shadow  of  a  wayside  Calvary. 
Above  it,  in  unceasing  threnody, 

The  flight  of  birds  from  autumn  branches  blown 
Is  mingled  with  the  wind's  harsh  monotone 
And  rush  of  waters  crying  to  the  sea. 

Harvest  of  darkness  and  the  winter  death 
In  withered  fields,  the  drip  of  icy  rain, 
And  desolate  God  where  lonely  pathways  part: 
But  on  the  gale  a  Voice  like  April's  breath, 
Here  as  in  far  Emmaus,  rings  again 
Along  the  storm-swept  highways  of  the  heart. 


JULIAN  OF  NORWICH 

WITH  homely  wisdom  blithe  and  bitter-sweet 
Her  words  reveal  the  largess  Love  will  shower; 
Her  ways  are  simple  as  a  cloistered  flower, 
Filled  with  the  wild  breath  of  the  Paraclete. 
And  wanderers  who  tread  the  dusty  street 
Pause  by  her  wall  beneath  the  sunlit  tower, 
Where  silver  voices  cry  the  passing  hour, 
Then  go  upon  their  way  with  lightened  feet. 

Though  knights  of  iron  build  their  barricade, 
And  stealthy  shapes  of  sin  and  death  surround 
The  outer  circle  of  her  shining  cell, 
Over  the  world's  wall,  barred  by  light  and  shade, 
The  crystal  trumpets  of  the  Springtime  sound 
Her  golden  tiding,  "All  shall  yet  be  well." 


JOHN  DONNE 

FROM  sorrow  these  tremendous  forces  sweep, 
Passions  that  flame  through  cloudy  metaphors, 
Or  seek  within  the  mind's  dim  corridors 
Lost  shapes  that  haunt  the  lonely  verge  of  sleep ; 
Clothed  in  harsh  images,  his  swift  thoughts  leap 
To  sudden  climax,  and  wild  beauty  soars, 
Like  moonrise  over  dark  unearthly  shores, 
From  savage  music,  mystical  and  deep. 

In  cypress  wood  or  gardens  of  the  rose, 
Fierce,  melancholy,  proud,  he  walks  alone 
With  dreams  of  death  by  which  his  heart  is  fed. 
This  shroud  enfolds  him ;  but  his  spirit  shows 
The  star  imprisoned  in  the  fallen  stone, 
The  honey  hidden  in  the  lion's  head. 


GEORGE  HERBERT 

WIDE  pastures,  thatch  of  turf,  and  ancient  spire 
Replace  soft  elegance,  the  silk  and  sword — 
For  music  of  the  harp  and  clavichord, 
At  dusk  and  dawn  he  hears  the  throstles  quire. 
But  in  the  coppice  by  the  trampled  byre 
The  leaves  proclaim  the  coming  of  a  Lord, 
And  for  His  rising,  tree  and  hedge  have  stored 
Pomanders  of  white  hawthorn  and  rose-brier. 

Like  sap  of  Spring  that  swells  the  budding  bough, 
Within  his  soul  the  sweet  elixirs  run, 

Flowering  to  bloom  that  will  not  fade  nor  fall : 
By  the  church  door  he  waits  with  tranquil  brow 
Watching  the  swallows  soar  into  the  sun, 
Desiring  nothing,  yet  possessing  all. 


HENRY  VAUGHAN 

SOMETHING  surrounds  him  when  he  walks  alone 
Before  the  dawn  has  touched  the  ivied  tower, 
Some  burning  faith  that  breathes  through  leaf  and  flower, 
And  leads  the  bird  to  branches  winter-blown — 
Some  clarity  the  mountain  peaks  have  known, 
The  memory  of  high  seraphic  power 
His  soul  received  as  her  immortal  dower 
In  regions  where  the  Sons  of  Morning  shone. 

Along  the  Vale  of  Usk  he  takes  his  way, 
While  rushes  murmur  by  the  river  bed 
And  pale  mist  settles  on  the  silver  height, 
To  watch  the  edges  of  the  East  turn  gray 
And  hills  above  the  purple  valley-head 

Flame  with  the  first  great  messages  of  Light. 


RICHARD  CRASHAW 

GREAT  lamps  of  silver  light  his  last  retreat 
Where  golden  roses  blossom  without  thorn 
And  shining  stoles  and  crowns  of  fire  are  worn 
By  saint  and  seraph  kneeling  at  Love's  feet : 
There  rises  music  mystical  and  sweet, 
Songs  of  ascension  on  grave  chorals  borne, — 
And  in  his  flesh,  by  exaltation  torn, 
Bright  ardors  and  unearthly  passion  meet. 

Until  the  luster  on  the  Lily  wanes 
And  throbbing  organ  tones  no  longer  roll 
In  vast  progressions  to  the  dome  above, 
Before  the  silver  lamps  he  still  remains, 

Feeling  the  Flame  that  pierced  a  seraph's  soul, 
Consumed  within  the  fiery  Breath  of  Love. 


THE  FOURTH  GOSPEL 

THE  sea's  great  voices  into  silence  blend 
And  dawn's  vermilion  peaks  are  hushed  to  hear 
The  Voice  of  Love  that  casts  out  every  fear 
And  calls  its  creatures  to  their  ordered  end : 
As  scattered  flames  in  one  bright  arc  ascend 
To  find  the  center  of  the  golden  sphere, 
In  seraph-splendor  sons  of  earth  draw  near, 
Loved  to  the  loving,  friend  to  perfect  friend. 

Here  in  the  light  of  lonely  skies  and  far, 
Pale  habitations  of  the  spirit  gleam, 

Old  when  the  dayspring  took  his  naming  throne ; 
Here  through  the  meadows  of  the  Morning  Star 
Falls  the  faint  music  heard  within  a  dream — 
The  Lover's  accents  calling  to  His  Own. 
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